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ODE TO NAPOLEON BUONAPAETE 



" Bxpende Annibalem : — qnot libnui in daoe sommo 
loTenies t** — JnTenal, Sat. x.* 

"The Emperor Nepoe ms acknowledged by the Senate, by the Italiani, 
and by the P^yindale of Qanl ; his mond virtues, and military talents, were 
loudly celebrated ; and thoee who derived any private benefit from his govern' 
ment annonnoed in prophetic strains the restoration of pnblio felicity. * * 
"Bj this shameful abdication, he protracted his life a few years, in a very 

ambignons state, between an Bmperor and an Bxile, till ,** — Qi]iBOH*f 

JkeUne amd FaU^ voL vi, p. 220.t 



* [*' Great Hannibal within the balanoe lay. 

And tell how many pounds hia aahee weigh." — ^Dstdsh. 

8tr John Pateraon had the eurioaity to weigh the aahea of a peraon discovered a few 
yean atnee in the parish of Boolea. Wonderfbl to relate, he round the whole did not 
ezeeed in weight one ounce and a half I AUs I the qwii Wmu itself is a aatirioal 
•KaffBeratlon.-^iFvoB]>.l 

tl I ••nd you an additional motto firom Gibbon, which you will find tAmg^haiji 
appropriafee."— XoftI B. to Mr. Mwrray, April \% 1814.^ 
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INTBODUirnoy to the ode to yiPOLBOX 



hii ^v by anmpnan^ :Ai« '!«:«. I: :r..— ^aTj ^rajsacai :f jbIj 

flnhnetfiienc ^MiOftM. 'w^iA -r-s* nrirtfu-i :▼ Xr. K-zraj u mi 

then impoaeii m. & na^^ umi. m :f ta ji^kri-rr adS. T!b± ts 

iiet«r printed -iaziDf ;^ p«w£'i liis. " I i- a"!.' 

hail hmer be l«ft Mt. T\e &a ij I aa*: hi laj^uu I 

giaHly I wamli; aad as tkd -aii 1 % wisk aj -aasstv^ 31 a 9.1 

Wbile RfiuiB^ xa du fintt :f lid vaI-&ht>S2e&!« p-^s^ut s# ^1 

h« dxx«et«fl Xr. Xarr&r v pni 

inoorpitnsiof it vith his a-r-vati pncxirti c^ "^ rji^-y ~ a« 

■ioa wbidi wim pMvnmily imMOble an*^ Be iwi g i* : aad I 

witbia my pMf with th« pibEe." He vxi prrcaiecc as ««£ a 

** I ihall tb:ak bi;zb«r of rbjse acd ra^B. led v^rj bn^ij :f 7 itr 

till— £7Aa WiMic « nwV«»C «»<f Jra<ii i m «^ c*;^ /<»>'? '^m^ it flff 

vw.** Soother oon &i id thmt th<re w a tb« **4>ie to Xafkr^KB." a* a afl Lard 

Brroa'a po«ma» ;neat •ftrlt ui -iKrJi^tT. tLcc3 :a* "^i^^'^f ««• »9C aZ«w 

ekariy developed— wbjeb u ftr.cj: pniw fr a 1 v tft^je ^;aner. ^ vew xa^ieiate 

to the mnitt of a piece that contain* ra-.-h zrtzd &£«i *z^rrt^T ^''■«** L.cd Bttv« 

ooee a*k<d Sc«th«T in c DT«rsation if be did r : '^=-g 5a;*:ttr^ a £ieaS wmm m bk 

▼iUany. The Lannaase rerli^d. **X^< — thi: *:•; vv a w^iB-aiiaied villaSa." aad « 

the pabliAd-^n of the CVle be exclaia<f«i tha: L ri Btttq Lad «i-B>e nvad «a tkii 

opinioa. With S^^ather't ci^acefti'c .-f the «.^dc%.-ter of 5a:-:le*.« w bare »o<kiaf to 

d>. b«t «« eaa tee no ^nntad f r bit impatin^ a .-bas^ :f leatiBeBt to Itfed Bipva, 

«bo apfMan to na V- bare Wen coa«btent vith biajel£. T^ mj that a pcnn m a 

^netf aaa, aad a rtlTaia. can ocIt Ai^ifr that be ia LnteneetnaCj p«as. aad sonUy 

tfce icvBK aa ertimate cv^nfinned axhl m^i cv^iradkted by tbe Ode. TW aaia 

ob^eetka to tbe |K<et't divtriae i« that be ado{«t« aa aT:vc<r^ itaBilaid of 




vbea be iavci^ a«aiai>« NapolAw for reftt»in; to AIil: a«ay Gfc vitb fcftaaa» vbkK 
a:< to axfe aay bu(ber arfument, >>ka tbe i«anim vf the mvardly, tke fceUe- 
aubdcd, aad the 




ODE TO NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 



'Tia done — but yest«rdny a King ! 

And ann'd with Kings to strive — 
And now thou art a nameleas thing : 

So abject — yet aiive ! 
Is tiiia the man of thousand tlirones. 
Who strew'd our earth with hostile boned, 

And can he thus survive ? ' 
Since he, iniscall'd the Morning St;ir, 
Nor man nor fiend hath fallen so far. 



Ill-minded man ! why acourge thy kind 

Who bow'd so low the knee P 
By gazing on thyself grown blind, 

Thou taiight'st the rest to see. 
With might unquestion'd, — power to save, — 
ITiine only gift hath been the grave. 

To those that worshipp'il thee ; 
Nor till thy fall could mortals guess 
Ambition's less than littleness I 

' [" I doa't know — but I tbinlc /, ereo / da iateat canip«red with thia •mdire), 
kkTa Mt Dir lib on raita not n millionlh part of UiU mui'i. But, aftar til, > snxni 
EMy not be worth dying for. YeC, u> ontliTo lodi for this I H Oh that JnTSDol or 
Jotuiaon eoald riM &om the dud t 'Eipeade — quot libras in dncc summo InTenit* I' 



OCK TO NAPOLBOfJ BL'ONAPAHTB. 



Tliaiiks for tlint lesson — it will teach 

To afUr-waniora more, 
Tlian high Philosophy can preach, 

And vainly preach'd before. 
That spell upon tlie minds of men 
Breaki never to unite again. 

That led tliem to adore 
Tliose Pagod things of sabre sway, 
With froiil* of brass, and feet of claj. 



Tiie triumph, and the vanity. 

The rapture of the strife — ' 
The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To thee the breath of life ; 
riie Bword, tlie sceptre, and that sway 
Which man seem'd made but to obey, 

Wherewitli renown was rife — 
All queil'd ! — Dark Spirit ! what must be 
The maduess of thy u 



The DeBol'tor desolate 1 

The Victor overthrown I 
The Arbiter of others' fate 

A Suppliant for his own I 
la it some yet imperial hope 
That with sucli change can calmly cope? 

Or dread of death ftlonc ? 
To die a prince — or live a slave — 
Thy choice is most ignobly brave ! 

Bf van U^l in tlis balutcc sf mortAlit; : but 1 Ihoughl thsir liv 
ion carali. Alu I Lbii impeml diusand huh a Aiw in i^ ui^ 
la iliiik in ■ gluiei'i peDcil ; — tbe pen of Uic hiatomn wun't nto ll 
■h* I ' Hiaeihiiig too mudh of Uiii.' Bui 1 won't gite him ap •* 
1 hia ••Iniinn lun, lika tta* TIauh, btlea ftom him."— .^rwa £ 

IWBin>< itaudia " the aipnwil'^D «r At(i1j> iu hli biraupli lo hll n 
> Ihe Wttl* of Chnliiui, prru in (.^afciiidorm. 



ODB TO KAPULEUN BUONAPARTR. 



lie who of old would rend the oak, 
Dreom'd not of the rebound ; ' 

Chain'il by the trunk he vainly brok^— 
Alone — how look'd he round ? 

Thou, in the sternness of thj strength. 

An equal deed hast done at length. 
And dnrker fate hast found : 

He fell, the forest prowlers' prey ; 

Sat thou must eat thj heart awaj t 



The Roman,' when liis bumitig heart 

Was slalted with blood of Rome, 
Threw down the dagger — dared depart. 

In savage grandeur, home. — 
He dared depart in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke bad borne, 

Yet left him such a doom ! 
His only glory was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandoii'd power, 



Tile Spaniard, wlien the luat of swaj 

Had lost its quickening spell. 
Cast crowns for rosaries aw»y. 

An empire for a cell ; 
A strict accountant of his beads, 
A subtle disputant on creedn. 

His dotage trifled well : "■ 
Yet better had he neither known 
A bigot's slirine, nor despot's throne. 



, „ . n the Diarj of tli« ereniag before it mi 

m . — "llgduiiki Sjlla did better ; for lie rerenged, and rengdid in the height of 
m CVi red vith the sluighler of his foee — the finest ioBtuiee of gloiienii eontenipt of 
hi nnli apon reoord, Diocleuan did well too — Amnnth Lot amin, had he become 
N^t sieapt k deniM — Charlea the Rfth bat u ao ; bat Nftpoleon wnnt of kII."— 

■•-wTi to hii brother Perdin»nd, 



ODE TO NAPOLEON bCONAPABTB. 



But thoa — from thy reluctant hand 

The thunderbolt is wrong — 
Too late thou 1697*81 the high command 

To which thy weakness clung ; 
AU Evil Spirit aa thou art. 
It ia enough to grieve the heart 

To see tiiine own unstrung ; 
To think that God's fnir world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so mean ; 



And EartJi hath spilt her blood for him, 

Who thus can hoard hia own ! 
Asd Monarchs bow'd the trembling limb, 

And thank'd him for a throne I 
Fair Freedom ! we may hold thee dear. 
When thus thy mightiest foes their fear 

In humblest guise liave shown. 
Oh ! ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lure mankind ! 



Ttiine evil deeds are writ in gore. 

Nor written thus in vain — 
Tby triumphs tell of fame no more, 

Or deepen every stain : 
If tbou hadat died as honour die?, 
Some new Napoleon might arise. 

To shame the world ogiitn — 
But who would soar the solar height. 
To set in such a starless night? ' 



■ad lb* kingdoa of Hpain Ic bit no Pbiliji, tiid i 
don. Then ba wnrormfil h> >ll the ncmr of moni 
lhi>. ha dnaanl hunietf in hIa ihrnad. wii l&id i 
*hjdi wan affeml up for tlis rdt of hi( (ool, ud 
lui UUidjulta alud. a* if the; had bm alcbrmliDg 



iglfd hia lean vith thoM 
,1 fam-mlj 
[" But *ho Toald rise in hrighlnl ilijr 
To aoi nithoat UM ]«rtiD£ nji ("—US.) 
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ODE TO NAPOLBON BDONAPAKTH. 



Weigli'd in the balance, hero dust 

Is vile as vulgar clay ; 
Thy scales, Mortality ! are just 

To iiJl that pass away : 
But yet raethought the living great 
Some higher sparks should auimale. 

To dazzle and dismay : 
Nor deem'd Contempt could thus make mirth 
Of these, the Conquerors of the earth. 



And she, proud Austria's mournful flower. 

Thy still imperial bride ; 
How bears her breast the torturing hour? 

Still clings she to thy side ? 
Must she too bend, must sLe too share 
Thy late repentance, long despair. 

Thou throneless lloinicideP 
If still she loves thee, hoard thai gem, — 
'Tis worth thy vauished diadem ! ' 



Tlien haste thee to thy sullen Isle, 

And gaze upon the sea ; 
That element may meet thy smile — 

It ne'er was ruled by thee ! 
Or trace with thine all idle hand 
In loitering mood upon the sand 

That Earth is now as free ! 
That Corinth's pedagogue' hath now 
Transferr'd his by-word to thy brow. 

' [It U mil known tb&t Count N^ipperg, a gestlcmftn in the miiU of the BrapeinT of 
Aoitiu, vho wu 6rst preKntod tn Uirm Loaiaii vitliin a few dajn sflei Niipul«)D'9 
abdiotUon, became, id the seqael, her ciujiiberlsuii, imil then her hoaload. lit it laid 
to li»Te been remarkably plain. The Connt died bi 1631.] 

' [" DionjBUB at Corinth »rii* jel n king to thia." — B. Diary, April 0. rionjaim 
the Yonnger, erteemed a greater tyrant than his father, nn being ftr tlie secuiid time 
iaolabed from SjracuBC, retind to Corinth, where he >■■ obliged lo turn Kboolmulcl' 
for ■ (atwnenue. ] 



ODB TO MAPOLBON BCONAPAKTK. 



Tiiou Timour ! in his captive s cage * 
What thoughts will there be thine. 

While brooding in thy prisoii'd rage? 
But one — " The world loas mine 1 " 

Unless, like he of Babylon, 

AH sense is with l!ij sceptre gone. 
Life will not long confine 

Tliat spirit pour'd so widely forth — 

So long obej'd — so Lttle worth t 

Or, like the thief of fire from heaven,' 

Wilt thou withstand the stock ? 
And share with him, the uuforgiven. 

His vulture and Ids rock ! 
Toredoom'd bjr God — by man accurst,' 
And that last act, though not lliy worst. 

The very Fiend's arch mock ; ' 
He in his fall preserved his pride, 
And, if a mortal, had as proudly died ! 

There was a day — there wiis an hour. 
While earth wits Gaul's — Gaul thin>; — 

When that immeasurable power 
Unsated to resign 

Had been an act of purer fame 

Tlian gathers rouud Marengo'a name 
And gilded thy dei^line. 

Through the long twilight of all time, 

Despite some passing clouds of crime. 

Tbt ragt of Bajuct, bj order of TunerUDe. ' PromeUmib 

ris tb* Gnt dnnghl— 

" He laflgrei] for kind tri* lo men. 
Who limT« not teen hb like agun, 

At leMt of kingl J ituck ; 
8inoa li« wu pod, uid Ibou but gmi, 
Thoo i»nrt not quarrel with tLjr EtM."] 
» ' ■ The Terr fi»nd'» arch mock- 

To lip ■ wanton, and »npp<«e her iharte."— SstorBAK*. 
[Ha allDdM lo ths anvortbj amuoi in vbicb Na[.olF<>n engaged on the eT»in| of U 
«rn*>l at Foutainebleaa.] 



ODB TO NAPOLEON BUONAPA&Tfi. 

XTin. 

But thou forsooth must be a king. 

And don the purple vest. 
As if that foolish robe could wring 

Bemembrance from thy breast. 
Where is that faded garment? where 
The gewgaws thou wert fond to wear. 

The star, the string, the crest? 
Tain froward child of empire I say. 
Are all thy playthings snatchM away ? 

xiz. 

Where may the wearied eye repose 

When gazing on the Great; 
Where neither guilty glory glows. 

Nor despicable state ? 
Yes — one — the first — the last — the best^ 
The Cincinnatus of the West, 

Whom envy dared not hate. 
Bequeathed the name of Washington, 
To make man blush there was but one 1 



HEBREW MELODIES. 



ADVEETISEMENT. 



Thk subsequent poems were written at the request of my friend, 
the Hon. Douglas Kinnaird, for a Selection of Hebrew Melodies, 
and have been published, with the music, arranged by Mr. Braham 
and Mr. Nathan. 



January, ]S!5 



INTRODUCTION TO THE HEBHEW MELODIES. 



Thk "Hebrew Melodies" wen «iit.t«D in LoniluD ia tbe ttulutnu of 1814. The 
Immeiue difficult; of Biund poetrj a apparent (rum the man} men of geniiu wbo Iutb 
kltempted it with oal} modente •uccow. The aubiime and aSectuig ideu inrolied 
Ib the theme being olmulj eiprBSeed in Scripture with unrivalled power, ^nd (uniUnr 
to Bi from childhood, it it neither eae; to call np thoughts which bare the kid- 
blanoe of originaiity, nor to clolbe them in language which will bear to be tried by 
Uio loftj itandard of inapired eong. Lord fiyron wise); reBolTcd not to Wftlk in tke 
confined and trodden circle of derotionL] atraina. He had the whole Jewiah hiitorj 
open to hii choice, and hie teit is in geneisl those martial, patrioUc, and dcneetis 
ciirnmnance* which allow the imftgiiuitioD itj fTeert range. In i^te of the judgment 
with which he seteeled bii aubjecCa, iome of Lord Bjron'a aoqaaintanoei thoaght tha 
"Hebrew Hetodiea" below hie reputetioo, preteaiting, with jealjng exaggeration, in 
prefer Slernhold and Uopkina ; nor were they receiTod rerj feyourably by the public, 
ID part, perbapa. (ram their expecting in songs the etirring power of hii longer 
oamponlloD*. The poet himaelfdid not look back npon them with much oomplaceney. 
"Snahiini Nathan I" he broke out, when Uoore ridiculed the nuuioer in which the 
" Melodies" were set to Mnaio — " why do you alwayi twit me with hie rile Kbrew 
OaulitiM f Hare I not told yon ib waa all Kinnaird'a doing, and my own eiqnUila 
bdlily of temper 1" Sabsequently Jeffrey etated in the Edinburgh ReTiew that 
though DbrioDely inferior to Lord Byron'a other works, they diaplaynl a akill in Tsni- 
ftiKtion, and a maitery in diotion which vould hare raised an inferior arliit to the 
mmmlt uf diitinclion, ~a jadgmant most giatifyiug to the poet, who aaid it waa <ery 
kinl in hia crilio to like them. A eecond admirer of the "Hebrew Melodioa" — 
Mrs. Giant, the author of the " Letters from the Mountune" — on reading the ex- 
([Hiaitely pathetic piece, "Oh weep for tboae that wept by Babel's stream," was 
unable U reaiat the iilenl fulfilment nf the poet's iDTOcation. The moat plunlire and 
luetic pung-js. indeed, are thou which relate to the wanderings of the Jews, and ths 
third slaniaof "The Wild Qoaelle" la another monrnfnl note Btmck on the bos 
Hiring which might no leas "ope the aocred aonroe of sympathetic teara." Had all 
been equal to what ia b«t. the " Hebrew Melodies " mast soon haie excited univvnal 
Bilmiration, bat the majority of Uiem ar« somewhat tame in aenUmenl, and one o 
two. like "Jephtha's Oaa^hter," are not &r remored from the aohool of SterahokL 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY.' 



I. 



She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies ; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes : 

Thus mellowM to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 



II. 



One shade the more, one ray the less. 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress. 
Or softly lightens o'er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express. 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 



m. 

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow. 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent. 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow. 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent ! 

' [These stanias were written by Lord Byron, on retaming from a baU where Lady 
Wilmot Horton had appeared in mourning, with numerous spanglei on her dress.] 
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THE HARP THE MONARCH MINSTREL 



The harp the monarch minstrel swept. 
The King of men, the loved of Heaven, 

Which Music haUow'd while she wept 
O'er tones her heart of hearts had given, 
Bedoublcd be her tears, its chords are riven I 

It sofUin'd men of iron mould, 

It gave them rirtues not their own ; 

No ear so dull, no soul so cold. 
That felt not, fired not to the tone. 
Till David's lyre grew mightier than his tliTonot 



It told the triumphs of oar King, 

It wafted glory to our Qod j 
It made our gladden'd valleys ring, 

The cedars bow, the inouiitaiiis nod; 

Its sound aspired to heaven and there abode!* 
Since then, though heard on earth no mnre. 

Devotion and her daughter Love 
Still bid the bursting spirit soar 

To sounds that seem as from above, 

In dreams that day's broitd liiiht can not remove. 



IF THAT HlfiH WORLD 

Ir that high world, which lies beyond 

Our own, snrviving Love endears ; 
If llicre the cherish'd heart be fond. 

The eye the same, except in tears — 

' I" Wh«n Iird Ryno put ths nnniinrripl into mj htni, it tcrmionted with Uiii iinn. 
A> tliij, howgrer. dirl mit nimplile ths T«ne, I ulced him to help out th« melody. Ha 
npliod, 'Wbj, I h«»» Mnt JOB to hmTflii— it would be difficult to go farther I" Hf 
ktMDtioD for • Arv minutefl wai ailed to eome other |>erso]i, and hti Lnrdihip, whom t 
litd tvudly mlan), «irl*iined, ' Here, NAthKs. I have limoKht yon down tgtia ; ' mud 
taOMdMdr pnwnl-l me the IwinlifHl line, -hich .■onrl.ide lh» melody 



^^^^^^ HEBREW HEL0DIB3. 17 ^^M 

^H How welcome tliose untrocliJen spheres ! ^H 
^^H How sweet this very hour to die 1 ^^M 
^H To soar from earth and find all Tears ^H 
^H Lost in thy light— Kternity 1 ^^M 

^^H It must be so far self ^^^^^^^| 
^H That we so tremble on the ^^^^^| 
^H And striving to o'erleap the gaU, ^^^^^^M 
^H Yet cling to Being's severing link. ^^^^^^H 
^H Oh 1 that future let us ^^^^^H 
^H To hold each heart the heart that sliares, ^^^^^H 
^^H With them the immortal waters drink, ' 


^^^^H TEE WILD GAZELLE. 

Tee wild gazelle on Judah's hills 

Exulting yet may bound. 
And drink &oin all tlie living rills 

That gush on holy ground ; 
Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glance in tameless transport by :— 

A step as fleet, an eye more bright. 

Hath Judah wituess'd there; 
And o'er her scenes of lost delight 

Inhabitants more fair. 
The cedars wave on Lebanon, 
But Judah's stateber maids are gone 1 

More blest each palm thiit siiadea those plains 

Than Israel's scniter'd race; 
For, taking root, it there remains 

In soHtary grace : 
It cannot quit its place of birtli. 
It will not live iu other earth, 
toL. a c 
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IT. 

Bat we must wander witheringly. 

In other lands to die ; 
And where our fathers' ashes be. 

Our own may never lie : 
Oar temple hath not left a stone. 
And Mockery sits on Salem's throne. 



OH! WEEP FOR THOSE. 



I. 

Oh I weep for those that wept by Babel's stream. 
Whose slirines are desolate, whose land a dream ; 
Weep for the harp of Judah's broken shell ; 
Mourn — where their God hath dwelt the godless dwel' 

n. 

And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet ? 
And when shall Zion's songs again seem sweet ? 
And Judah's melody once more rejoice 
The hearts that leap'd before its heavenly voice ? 

III. 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast. 
How shall ye flee away and be at rest I 
The wild-dove hath her nest, the fox his cave. 
Mankind their country — Israel but the grave ! 



ON JORDAN'S BANKS. 



I. 



On Jordan's banks the Arab's camels stray. 

On Siou's hill the False One's votaries pray. 

The Baal-adorer bows on Sinai's steep — 

Yet tliere — even there — Oh God 1 thy thunders sleep : 
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There— where thy finger scorch'd the tablet atone ! 
There — where thj shadow to thy people shone ! 
Tli^ glory shrouded in its garb of fire : 
Tliyself— none living see and not expire ! 



Oh I in the liglitniug let thy glance appear; 
Sweep from his ahiver'd hand the oppressor's spear I 
How long hy tyranta shall thy land be trod ? 
4ow long thy temple worshipless, Oh God ? 



JEPHTHA'S DAUGHTER. 



SiNOE our Country, our God — Oh, my Sirel 
Demand that thy Daughter expire ; 
Since thy triumph was bought by thy vow — 
Strike the bosom that's bared for thee now ! 



And the voice of my mourning is o'er, 
And the mountains behold me no more : 
If the hand tliat I love lay me low. 
There cannot be pain in the blow 1 



And of this, oh, my Father ! be sure — 
That the blood of thy child is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow, 
And the last thought tliat .soothes me below.' 

■ [Jephtlil viyved, if he vaa viclorioiu aver the Ammoiiite^ thut whatever camo 
fctth Itoiu his boDSe to meet him ahould be oSeisd for a barnt uffering. His daughter 
«u the Srat to grcvt him, aod at her nwa r«i|DeGt — atlfr bewuling her childlesa Ijl 
two BOBthi upou the moantAiiu— she «u lacrificed b; her father. Tbia is the Tenion 
of Ibfl Bible hutury tdiipfed bj Lord KjrroD ; but according to another ialarpretatioD, 
wbieb affTeei equally wull irith the eriginal Hebrew of tiie vow, and belter Hith Iho 
gawiml tenor of the nuntiie, nhe wiu merely dcToted l<3 a siogle life.] 
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IV. 



Though the virgins of Salem lament. 
Be the judge and the hero unbent ! 
I have won the great battle for thee. 
And my Father and Country are free ! 

V. 

When this blood of thy giving hath gush'd. 
When the voice that thou lovest is hush'd. 
Let my memory still be thy pride. 
And forget not I smiled as I died ! 



OH! SNATCH'D AWAY IN BEAUTY'S BLOOM, 

I. 

Oh ! snatch'd away in beauty's bloom. 
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ; 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year ; 
And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom : 

n. 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 

And feed deep thought with many a dream. 
And lingering pause and lightly tread ; 
Foud wretch ! as if her step disturbed the dead I 

m. 

Away ! we know that tears are vain, 
Tiiat death nor heeds nor hears distress : 

Will this unteach us to complain P 
Or make one mourner weep the less ? 

And thou — who tell'st me to forget. 

Thy looks arc wan, tliine eyes are wet. 



HRBRBW MBLDDIBS. 



MY SOUL IS DARK. 

My soul is dark — Oli ! quickly string 

The harp I jet can brook to hear; 
And let thy gentle fingers fling 

Us meltiug murmurs o'er mine ear. 
If in this heart a hope be dear. 

That sound shall charm it forth again; 
If in these eyes there l«rk a tear, 

'Tn'ill flow, and cease to burn mv brain. 



But bid the strain be wild and deep. 

Nor let tlij notes of joy be first ; 
I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep. 

Or else this heavy heart will burst ; 
For it hath been hy sorrow nursed. 

And ach'd in sleepless silence long; 
And now 'tis doom'd to know the worst, 

And break at once — or yield to song.' 



I SAW THEE WEEP. 



1 SAW thee weep — the big bright tear 

Came o'er that eye of blue; 
And then methought it did appear 

A violet dropping dew ; 
I saw thee siiiile^the sapphire's blaze 

Beside thee ceased to shine ; 
It could not match the living rays 

'riiat flll'd that glance of thine. 

* [" It WM generall)' conceived thst Lord Bjron's reported singulititiea »ppru«clied 
no aonie eciaaioiia iJi derangement ; and nt one period, indeed, it was Terj cBrreutly 
■nerted that his iat«llecbi were mctnally impured. The re[H^rt onljr eeried to unnse 
1u> Lordihip, He referred to the drcnmatance, imd deuLared Ibftt he irould try hnw a 
nHdnwn eoold irrtte : KizinK the pen with eageniflw, he for ■ mnDjent &ied his ejBii 
in m^iBsUc irUdifceB on VACsnry ; when, like a tiiuh of Iiupiratien, wit-liunt eissing a 
tio^ word, the sboTe veraes were the re«iilt."^KiTHAir.] 
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IL 

As clouds from yonder sun receive 

A deep and mellow dye. 
Which scarce the shade of coming eve 

Can banish from the sky, 
Those smiles unto the moodiest mind 

Their own pure joy impart ; 
Their sunshine leaves a glow behind 

That lightens o'er the heart. 



THY DAYS ARE DONK 

I. 

Tht days are done, thy fame begun ; 

Thy country's strains record 
The ^umphs of her chosen Son, 

The slaughters of his sword ! 
The deeds he did, the fields he won. 

The freedom he restored I 

II. 

Though thou art fallen, while we are tre* 
Thou shalt not taste of death I 

The generous blood that flowed from theo 
Disdained to sink beneath : 

Within our veins its currents be, 
Thy spirit on our breath ! 

III. 

Thy name, our charging hosts along, 

Shall be the battle-word ! 
Thy fall, the theme of choral song 

From virgin voices pour'd ! 
To weep would do thy glory wrong : 

Thou shalt not be deplored. 
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TuuU whose spell can raise tlie dead, 

Bid the propliet's form appear. 
" Samael, raise thy buried head ! 
King, behold the phantom seer !" 

Earth yawn'd ; he stood the centre of a cloud ; 

Light changed its liue, retiring from his shroud. 

Death stood all glassy in his fixed eye ; 

His hand was wither'd, and liia veins were dry; 

His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter'd there, 

Shrunken and sinewless, and ghostly bare; 

From lips that moved not and unbreathing frame, 

Like cavern'd winds, the hollow accents earae. 

Saul saw, and fell to earthy as falls the oak. 

At once, and blasted by the thunder-stroke. 



" Why is my sleep disquieted ? 
Who is he that calls the dead ? 
Is it thou, King? Behold, 
Bloodless are tliese limbs, and cold : 
Such are miTie ; and such shall be 
Thine to-morrow, when with me : 
Ere the coming day is done. 
Such sbalt thou be, such thy Son. 
Pare tliee well, but for a day, 
'ITien we mis our mouhlcring clay. 
Tiiou, thy race, he pale and low. 
Pierced by shafts of many a bow ; 
And the falchion by Ihy side 
To thy heart thy hand shall guide : 
CrowiUess, bre.tthless, headless fall. 
Sou and sire, the house of Saul !'" 

• [-Since wc hmve ipnliso of wilcheB," Bald Lord 8711111 ti, CephJonia, in 1823, 
"what tbink joavttiiB viuji of EndorT I Iibtb uIt&jb tliongtit tfaU the fineetuid 
mgat finiahed witdi-KeTie that evei whb irritkn or coni.'eived ; and jou will be of mj 
oFiniaa, if yoo mnsider all Ihe HrciiniBl«D«« »nd the acbire ia the esse, tugelher with 
U.e Eniit}, Bimplicity, and .ligi.ity of tlio laiiau^isje."] 
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SONG OF SAUL BEFORE HIS LAST BATTLE. 

Warriors and chiefs ! should the shai't or the sword 
Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord, 
Heed not the corse, though a king's, in your path: 
Burj your steel in the bosoms of Gath ! 



Tliou who art bearing my buckler and bow, 
Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe. 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet ! 
Mine be the doom which thev dared not to meet^ 

III. 

Farewell to others, but never we part, 
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart ! 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway. 
Or kingly the death, which awaits us to-dny ^ 



''ALL IS VANITY, SAITH THE PRKACUKll.' 

I. 

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine. 

And health and youth possessed me ; 
My goblets blushed from every vine. 

And lovely forms caress'd me; 
I sunn'd my heart in beauty's eyes. 

And felt my soul grow tender; 
All earth can give, or mortal prize. 

Was mine of regal splendour. 

II. 

I strive to immber o'er what davs 

Kemembrance can discover, 
Wliich all that life or earth displays 

Would lure nu* to liv( over. 
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There rose no dav, there rolFd no liour 

Of pleasure unembitter'd ; 
And not a trapping deck'd my power 

That gaird not while it glitter'd. 

lU, 

The serpent of the field, by art 

And spells, is won from harming ; 
But that which coils around the hearty 

Oh ! who hath power of charming? 
It will not list to wisdom's lore. 

Nor music's voice can lure it ; 
But there it stings for evermore 

The soul that must endure it. 



WHEN COLDNESS WRAPS THIS SUFFERING CLAY. 



I. 



When coldness wraps this suffering clav. 

Ah ! whither strays the immortal mind ? 
It cannot die, it cannot stay. 

But leaves its darkened dust behind. 
Then, unembodied, doth it trace 

By steps each planet's heavenly way ? 
Or fill at once the realms of space, 

A thing of eyes, that all survey ? 



u. 



Eternal, boundless, undecay'd, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all. 
All, all in earth, or skies displa/d. 

Shall it survey, sliall it recall : 
Each fainter trace that memory holds 

So darkly of departed years. 
In one broad glance the soul beholds. 

And all, that was, at once appears. 



S6 HEBREW MELODIBS. 

Before Creation peopled earth. 

Its eye shall roll through chaos back : 
Aud where the furthest heaven had birth. 

The spirit trace its rising track. 
And where the future mars or makes. 

Its glance dilate o'er all to be. 
While sun is quench'd or system breaks, 

Fix'd in its own eternity. 

IV. 

Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 

It lives all passionless and pure : 
An age shall fleet like earthly year ; 

Its years as moments shall endure. 
Away, away, without a wing. 

O'er all, through all, its thought shall flv; 
A nameless aud eternal thing. 

Forgetting what it was to die. 



VISION OF BELSHAZZAR. 

I. 

The King was on his throne. 

The satraps tlirong'd the hall , 
A thousand bright lamps shone 

O'er that high festival. 
A thousand cups of gold. 

In Judah deem'd divine — 
Jehovah's vessels hold 

The godless Heathen's wine ! 

II. 

In that same hour and hall. 

The fingers of a hand 
Came forth against the wall. 

And wrote as if on sand : 
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The fingers of q man ; — 

A solitary hand 
Along the letters ran. 

And traced them like a wand. 



The monarch siiw, and shook. 

And bade no more rejoice 
All bloodless wax'd his lookj 

And tremulous his voice. 
" Let the men of lore appear. 

The wisest of the earth, 
And expound the words of fear. 

Which mar our royal mirth." 



(/haldea's seers are good. 

But here they have no skill : 
And tlie unknown letters stood 

Untold and awful still. 
And liabel's men of age 

Are wise aiul deep in lore ; 
But now they were not sage. 

They saw — but knew no more. 



A captive in tlie land, 

A stranger and a youtji. 
He heard the king's command. 

He saw that writing's trutli. 
The lamps around were bright. 

The propliecy in wiew ; 
He read it on that niglit, — 

The morrow proved it true. 



" Bclshazzar's grave is made. 
His kingdom puss'd away, 

Ue, in the balance weigh'd. 
Is light and worltjli.»» clay; 
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The shroud^ his robe of state. 
His canopy the stone ; 

The Made is at his gate ! 
The Persian on his throne !** 



SUN OF THE SLEEPLESS! 

Sun of the sleepless ! melancholy star ! 
Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far. 
That shoVst the darkness thou canst not dispel^ 
How like art tliou to joy remember'd well I 
So gleams the past, the light of other days. 
Which shines, but warms not with its powerless rays ; 
A night* beam Sorrow watcheth to behold. 
Distinct, but distant — clear — but, oh how cold ! 



W KRE MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS THOU DEEM*ST IT TO BK 

I. 

Wkre my bosom as false as (hou deem'st it to be, 

I need not have wander'd from far Galilee ; 

It was but abjuring my creed to efface 

The curse which, thou say'st, is the crime of my race. 

u. 

If the bad never triumph, then God is with thee I 
If the slave only sin, thou art spotless and free ! 
If the Exile on earth is an Outcast on high. 
Live on in thy faith, but in mine I will die. 

III. 

I have lost for that faith more than thou canst bestow. 
As the God who pormils thee to prosper doth know; 
In his hand is my heart and my hope — and in thine 
'\'\\v. land and the life which for him 1 resign. 
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HEROD'S LAMENT FOR MABIAMNE' 

Ob, Mariamue ! now for thee 

The heart for which thou bled'at is bleeding; 
R«venge is lost in agony 

Anii wUil remorse to rage succeeding. 
Oh, Marianine! where art thou? 

Tlioii oanst not hear my bitter pleading : 
All ! couJd'st thou — tlion would'st pardon now, 

Tliough Heaven were to my prayer unheeding. 



And is she dead?— and did tliey dare 

Obey my frenzy's jealous raving? 
My wrath but doom'd my own despair ; 

The sword that smote her 's o'er me waving. — 
But thou art cold, my murder'd love I 

And this dark heart is vainly craving 
For her wJio soars alone above. 

And leaves my soul iimvortliy saving. 



She's gone, who shared my diadem ; 

She sunk, with her my joys enlonibing; 
I swept that Hower from Judali's stem. 

Whose leaves for me alone were blooming; 
And mine's the i^uilt, and mine the Jiell, 

This bosom's desolation dooming ; 
And I have earii'd those tortnres well, 

Which uuconsumed are stiti consuming ! 

* [M«ri«rone, tho wife of Herod ilia Great, fulling under tbe saspicioa of infidflity, 
WM pat lo de»th bj hi> order. Ever iifter. Herod wns hnimted hj tlie iniBge of tlie 
niordered Marimmnc, nntil disorder of tlie mind brought on disorder of l«^dJ, whioli 
led to temporary derangement. — MliMAJi,— When Lord Byron WM in tlie midM uf lli,- 
■ItoreUioni with Uia own wife, he vked Mr. 24alhaii lo sing him Ibi.*. uiclml.r, and 
lUrtened to it with an air of nuD&ntio regret] 
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ON THE DAY OF THE DESTRUCTION OF JERUSALEM 

BY TITUS. 



I. 



From the last hill that looks on thy once holy dome, 
1 beheld thee, oh Sion ! when rendered to Borne : 
'Twas thy last sun went down, and the flames of thy fall 
Flashed back on the last glance I gave to thy wall. 



I look'd for thy temple, I look'd for my home. 

And forgot for a moment my b'^ndage to come ; 

I beheld but the death-fire that fed on thy fane, 

And the fast-fetter'd hands that made vengeance in vain. 

in. 

On many an eve, the high spot whence I gazed 
Had reflected the last beam of day as it blazed ; 
While 1 stood on the height, and beheld the decline 
Of the rays from the mountain that shone on thy shrine. 

IV. 

And now on that mountain I stood on that day. 
But I markM not the twilight beam melting away ; 
Oh ! would that the lightning had glared in its stead. 
And the thunderbolt burst on the conqueror's head I 

T. 

But the Gods of the Pagan shall never profane 
The shrine where Jehovah disdainM not to reign; 
And scattered and scornM as thy people may be. 
Our worship, oh Father 1 is only for thee. 
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BY THE RIVERS OF BABYLON WE SAT DOWN AND 

WEPT. 



I. 



We sate down and wept by the waters 
Of Babel^ and thought of the day 

When our foe, in the hue of his slaughters. 
Made Salem's high places his prey ; 

And ye, oh her desolate daughters ! 
Were scattered all weeping away. 



II. 



While sadly we gazed on the river 
Which roU'd on in freedom below. 

They demanded the song; but, oh never 
That triumph the stranger shall know ! 

May this right hand be withered for ever. 
Ere it string our high harp for tlie foe ! 

III. 

On the willow that harp is suspended. 
Oh Salem ! its sound should be free ; 

And the hour when thy glories were ended 
But left me that token of thee : 

And ne'er shall its soft tones be blended 
With the voice of the spoiler by me ! 



THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB. 



I. 



The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea. 
When the blue wave rolls niglitly on deep Galilee. 
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n. 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green. 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen : 
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown. 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown. 

in. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast. 
And breathM in the face of the foe as he pass'd ; 
And the eyes of the sleepers wax'd deadly and chill. 
And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still ! 

IT. 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide. 
But through it there roird not the breath of his pride ; 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf. 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

T. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale. 
With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail : 
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone. 
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

TL 

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail. 
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; 
And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword. 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord ! 
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A SPIRIT PASSED BEFOHE ME. 



FBOM JOB. 



A 8PDLIT passed before me : I beheld 

The flace of immortality unveil'd — 

Deep sleep came down ou every eye save mine— 

And there it stood, — all formless — but divine : 

Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake ; 

And as my damp hair stiffenM, thus it spake : 



n. 



'' Is man mor& just than God ? Is man more pure 
Than he who deems even Seraphs insecure ? 
Creatures of clay — ^vain dwellers in the dust I 
The moth survives you, and are ye more just P 
Things of a day I you wither ere the nignt. 
Heedless and blind to Wisdom's wasted light I ** 



TOtbilL 



POMESTIC PIECEa 



INTEODTIOTION TO DOMESTIC PIECES. 



I 



Or the ail "Domestic Pieces" tfae fitxt three vere written immediately befara 
Lord Byron's departore fi-om Bitgtuid ; (be oUura during hU naidence ia the neigli- 
boorliMid of QeDBTL Tbey all refer to tbe uabapp; separation of wlxicli the precise 
cantea are still a mptery, and wbicb he declared to tbe last were never disctosed to 
hioieelf. He admitted tbat pecuniar? embarTAasmentii, disordered liealth, and dialike 
to family restratota, bad aggravated hii iialui&Uf violent tsinper, and driven Lim to 
eiceaea. He suspected tbat bii matber-in-Uw tad fomented tlie discord, — wbicb Lad; 
Byran deoiea, — and tbat more iru due to tbe maligmuit offices of tbe fvinale dependant, 
ivha is the subject of tbe bitterly satirical "Sketch." To these general statement* 
tben can only be added tba still vaguer allegaiionaor Lady Byron, — tbat abe eoucei'ed 
his candnd to be tbe teanlt of insanity, that tbe pbysjcian prooDUDmig bim nspansibte 
for bis acUoni she could sabmit to tbem no longer, and tbat Dr. Losliingtan, her legal 
adviser, agreed that a reconciliation was oeitbeT proper nor posiible. No weight can 
be atbched to tbe opinions of an oppoeing coQoeeL upon acenmtions made by one 
party behind tbe back of tbe other, who urgently demanded, and was pertinaciously 
nfuMd, the least opportunity of denial or deranoe. He reacted tbe proposal for an 
amicabla separation, but consented wben threatened vitb a suit in Doctors' Commons. 
Tbii rupture, agninit bis Htl], of tbe marriage bond produced the patbedc remonstrsiice 
"Fare thee well," whieb Sir Waller Scott term ed "a very sweet dirge indeed." Dn- 
kooirn to Lurd Byron it vss sent to a newspaper, together with tbe "Sketch," about 
(he middle of April, by a tuo tealoos &iend, and was thought by some to be tiis 
liDneit outbreak of natural feeling, and by others the artifice of a pntcdsed poet. 
Jloore at first took tJie latter view, but changed his opinion on reading in Lord 
Bjira's memoranda that a swell of lender recDlleetiona, as he sat musing in bis study, 
gave birth to the itootas, which were peoned, he ssid, weeping. The tear-blotted 
maoDsaript confirms this account. If there were these who doubted iriiether " Fare 
thee well" was written in sorrow, no one could question tbat tbe compauiun-ineca, 
entitled "A Sketch," was written in anger. It is a vivid and powerful portrait, and 
wheUwT deserved or not may be read with profit by every Eiwning slanderer who 
inflamei comities in the name of friendship. Having tried in vain to persuade lady 
Byion to relent, the poet protested that "they were now divided for ever," but on 
luting Hadama do Bta«l at Copet she reasoned tba point with him, and, convinced 
by ber aloqaence, he again endeavoured lo effect an agrocment. His overtures were 
his amicable advances bad been repelled that 



id vent in the " 



tl of any eiplan 



1, herm 



n hearing that Ididy Byron was ill. " 



ering bis letter^ a 






Her 



bope tbal their child might became a bond of union, eiasperated bim greatly, i 
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WM then that^ to vex her, he retaliated by the saroaans which are leattered through* 
oat hia worki. At all other timei^ and in OTery other particular, he praised her with 
a generous and touching warmth. " I do not beliere,** he wrote to Moore apon the 
original outbreak, ** and I must say it^ in the Tery dregs of all this bitter bnsinea^ 
that there erer was a better, or even a brighter, a tenderer, or a more ^mi^Mf 
and agreeable being than Lady B. I nerer had, nor can hare, any reproadi to make 
her while with me. Where there is blame it belongs to myself and, if I cannot 
redeem, I mnst bear it.** Snch was his langoage to his dying hour, and while life 
remained he fondly fimded that amity might yet be restored. It was not because 
Lord Byron was a great poet that the world has any business with his domestic feads^ 
but by treating of them in his writings he made the pnUic a party to the qnanel, and 
it Is equally impcRible to pass it orer in silence or to prononace upon it 
eertain^. 



DOMESTIC PIECES. 



FAKE THEE WELL. 

"Alu ) tliej had been tneoit in joatb ; 
Bot wbiifKniDg tongues can poiaon trntb 
Asd ooiutuier lire* in realou abate ; 
And life ii tbarnf ; ■nd jr outh is vain : 
Awl to be "Troth irith one we lore, 
Both work like muineHfl id the linuD ; 

But nerer <nther (onui auathor 

To free the holluv heart from paining — 

The; itood aloof; the acara remaining. 

Like nlifli which bad been rent amnder ; 

A dreary sea now flows btftwfen, 

Bnt neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder, 

Shall wholly do awaj« 1 veen. 

The mark* of that which once hath been." 

CoLEtitxli'B CXrwfoM 

Fake thee well 1 and if for ever, 

Still for ever, fare thee well ; 
Even though unfor^ving, never 

'Gainst thee shall my Leart rebel. 

Wonid that breast were bared before thee 

Where thy head so oft liiith lain. 
While that placid sleep came o'er thee 

Which thou ne'er canst know again : 

Would that breast, by thee glanced ovct. 
Every inmost thought could show I 

Then thou would'st at last discover 
"i'was not well to spurn it so. 



DOMISTIC PlECEl 

Though the world for this commend thee — 
Though it smile upon the blow, 

£ven its praises must olTend thee, 
Fonaded on another's woe : 

Though my many faults defaced me. 

Could no other arm be found, 
Than the one which once embraced me, 

To inflict a cureless wound ? 

Tet, oh yet, thyself deceive not ; 

Love may sink by »tow decay, 
But by sudden wrench, believe not 

Hearts can thus be torn away : 

Still thine own its life retaineth. 

Still must miue, though bleeding, beat ; 

And tlie undying thought which paiueth 
Ib — that we no more may meet. 

These are words of deeper sorrow 
Than the wail above the dead ; 

Both shall live, but every morrow 
Wake ua from a widow'd bed. 

And when thou would'st solace gather, 
When our child's 6rst accents flow, 

Wilt thou teach her to say " Father ! " 
Though his care she must forego ? 

When her little hands shall press thee. 
When her lip to thine ia press'd. 

Think of him whose prayer shall bless the^ 
Think of him thy love had blesa'd 1 

Should her lineaments resemble 
Those thou never more niay'st see. 

Then Ihy heart will softly tremble 
With n pulse yet true to mr. 
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All my faults perchance thou knoweat. 
All my madness none can know ; 

All ray hopes, where'er thou goest. 
Wither, jet with thee they go. 

Every feeling hath been shaken ; 

Pride, which not a world could bow. 
Bows to thee — by thee forsaken, 

£ven my soul forsakes me now : 

But 'tis done — all words are idle- 
Words from me are vainer still ; 

But the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will. 

Fare thee well I thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie, 
Sear'd in heart, and lone, and blighted, 

Uore than this I scarce can die. 



JVareilT, 1B16. 



" HoDBct — honeat Iigo '. 
If tlut thou Wat B deTil, t ctnoot kill theft.' 

Born in the garret, in the kitchen bred. 
Promoted thence to deck her mistress' head ; 
Next — for some gracions service unexpress'd, 
And from its wages only to be guess" d — 
Raised from tlie toilet to the table, — where 
Her wondering betters wait behind her chair. 
With eye unmoved, and forehead unabash'd. 
She dines from off the plate she lately wash'd. 
Quick with the tale, and ready with the lie. 
The genial confidante, and geTieral spy, 

' [I Knd you m; lut night's drrHm, Bod reqwat to luTe fiftj mpie* atnudt iM, lot 
prii*M dirtribotion. I winh Mi. Qiflbnl to look at Uicin. They •« Crom lift." — 
Lord B. tu Mr. Miu-ray, Marcli 30, IfiiS.] 
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VVlio conid, ye gods ! her nest employment gxiesi— 

An only infant's earliest governess ! 

She taught the child to read, and taught so well. 

That she lierself, by teaching, learn'd to spell. 

An adept next in penmanship she grows. 

As many a nameless slander deftly shows : 

What she liad made the pupil of her art, 

None know — but that high Soul secured the hear^ 

And panted for the truth it could not hear. 

With longing breast and undeluded ear. 

Foil'd was perversion by that youthful mind. 

Which Flattery fool'd not. Baseness could not blind. 

Deceit infect not, near Contagion soil. 

Indulgence veaken, nor Example spoil. 

Hot master'd Science tempt her fo look down 

On humbler talents with a pitying frown. 

Nor Genius swell, nor Jieauty render vain. 

Nor Envy rulBe to retaliate pain. 

Nor Fortune change. Pride raise, nor Passion bow, 

Nor Virtue teach austerity — till now. 

Serenely purest of her aes that live. 

But wanting one sweet weakness — to forgive. 

Too shock'd at faults her soul can never know, 

She deems that all could be tike her below : 

Foe to all vice, yet hardly Virtue's friend. 

For Virtue pardons those she would amend. 



But to the theme, now laid aside too long, 
The baleful burthen of this honest song. 
Though all her former functions are no more. 
She rules the circle which she served before. 
If mothers — none know why — before her quake; 
If daughters dread her for the mothers' sake ; 
If early habits — those false links, which bind 
At times the loftiest to the meanest mind — 
Have given her power too deeply to instil 
The angry essence of her deadly will ; 
If like a snake she steal within your walls. 
Till the black slime betray her as she crawls; 
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If like a viper to the lieart she wind. 

And leave the venom there she did not find; 

"Wliat marvel that this hag of hatred works 

Eternal evil latent as she lurks. 

To make a Pandemonium where she dwells, 

4iid reign the Hecate of domestic hells ? 

Skilt'd by a touch to deepen acaiidul's titits 

With all the kind mendacity of hints. 

While mingling truth with falsehood, sneers with smiley 

A thread of candour with a web of wiles ; 

A plain blunt show of briefly -spoken seeming. 

To hide her bloodless heart's soul-liHrden'd scheming ; 

A lip of lies ; a fiu^ form'd to conceal, 

And, without feeling, mock at all who feel : 

With a vile mask the Gorgon would disown, — 

A cheek of parchment, and an eye of stone. 

Mark, how the channels of her yellow blood 

Ooze to her skin, and st^nate there to mud. 

Cased like the centipede in saffron mail, 

Or darker greenness of the scorpion's scale — 

(For drawn from reptiles oidy may we trace 

Congenial colours in that soul or face) — 

Look on her features ! and behold lier mind 

As in a mirror of itself defined : 

Look on the picture I deem it not o'ercharged — 

There is no trait whicJi might not be enlarged : 

Yet true to " Nature's journeymen," wlio made 

This monster when their mistress left off trade — 

This female dog-star of her Uttle sky. 

Where all beneath her influence droop or die. 



Oh ! wretch without a tear — without a thought. 
Save joy above the ruin thou hast wrouglit— - 
The time shall come, nor long remote, when tliou 
Shalt feel far more than thou inflictest now ; 
Peel for thy vile self-loving s*lf in vain, 
And turn thee howling in uti pitied pain. 
May the strong curse of crush'd affections hght 
Back on thy bosom with reflected blight 1 
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And make tUee in thy leprosv of mind 

As loathsome to thyself as to mankind I 

Till all thv self-thoughts curdle into hate. 

Black — as thy will for others would create : 

Till thy hard heart be calcined into dust, 

Aiid thy Boul welter in its hideous crust. 

Ob, may thy grave be sleepless as the bed. 

The widow'd couch of fircj that thou baat spread ! 

Then, when thou fain wouldst weary Heaven with prayer, 

Look on thine earthly victims — and despair t 

Down to the dust !^and, as thou rott'st away. 

Even worms shall perish on thy poisonous clay. 

But for the love I bore, and still must bear. 

To her thy malice from all ties would tear — 

Thy name — thy human name — to every eye 

The climax of all scorn should hang on high. 

Exalted o'er thy less abhorr'd compeers — 

And festering' in the infamy of years. 

Um-A 29, 1S16. 



STANZAS TO AUGUSTA.' 

When all around grew drear and dark. 
And reason half withheld her ray — 

And hope but shed a dying spark 
Which more misled my lonely way ; 



In that deep midnight of the mind. 

And that internal strife of heart. 
When dreading to be deem'd too kind. 
The weak despair — the cold depart ; 



I hiie no dietionuy, » look. Id tb« muu time, I baxB put ' fcatfring i ' vl 
perluipi, ID uj eu* u ths bat word of the two. Sb&lupearc hu it ofUn, and I do 
Bot think It tuo itrongfur the figure in Uiia tbing. Quick I qnick I qoick ! quick I" 
—Lord B. to Mr. Mwrray, April 2.] 

> [Hit liitor, the Honourable Hra, Leigh. — ^Tbeae ituiiu — the parting tribute U 
b«r whose tCDdemeei but been hii eole co-nsobiLifln in the crina of domutie loiaarj- 
•»r«, we belieie, the lut venei wrilUu b/ UiiJ Bjrou in Kugliind.] 



J 
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When fortune changed — and love fled far, 
And hatred's shafts flew thick and fast, 

Thou wert the solitary star 

Which rose and set not to the last. 



Ob 1 blest be thine unbroken light ! 

That watch'd me as a serapli's eye, 
And stood between me and the night, 

Tor ever shining sweetly nigh. 



And when the cloud upon us came. 

Which atrore to blacken o'er thy raj— 

Then purer spread its gentle flame. 
And dasli'd the darkness all awny. 



Still may thy spirit dwell on mine, 

And teach it what to brave or brook— 

There's more in one soft word of thine 
Than in the world's defied rebuke. 



Thou stood'st, as stands a lovely tree. 
That still unbroke, though gently bent. 

Still waves with fond fidelity 
Its boughs above a monament. 



The winds might rend — the skies migbt pour. 
But there thou wert — and still wouldst be 

Devoted in the stormiest hour 

To shed thy weeping leaves o'er me. 



But thou and thine shall know no blight, 
Whatever fate on me may fall ; 

For heaven in sunshine will requite 
The kind — and thee the most of all. 
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Til en let the tiea of baffled love 
He broken — thine will never break ; 

Thy heart can feel — but will not move ; 
Thy soul, though sofi, will never shake. 



And these, when all was lost beside. 
Were found and still are fix'd in thee ;- 

And beanng still a breast so tried. 
Earth is no desert — ev'n to me. 



STANZAS TO AUGUSTA.' 

Though the day of my destiny's over. 

And the star of my fat€ hath declined,' 
Tliy soft heart refused to discover 

Tiie faults which so many could find; 
ThoQgb thy soul witli my grief was acquainted, 

It shrunk not to share it with me. 
And the love which my spirit hath painted 

It never hath found but in tiee. 



Then when nature orouad me is smiling, 

Tiie last smile which ananers to mine, 
I do not believe it beguiling, 

Because it reminds me of thine ; 
And when winds are at war with the ocean. 

As the brensta 1 believed iti with me. 
If their billows excite an emotion. 

It is that they bear me from tiee. 

' {T%t»» Wntirnl lenra, to uiirtniTe of Ui« wril*r'» «ound(d fwlinp at Ui* 
UDOIt, TBre writUn in July, it the Cftm|>ii^e Diodati, near GenciTft. " B« tan- 
l." he Mfn, "in printin)! the flAnuui licgiiiniDg, 'Thuiigh Uie d>T °l "^J iatiuj't,' 
!., vhich I Ihink well uf u ■ comlwiition. "] 
' [In tbo origiiukl MB. — 

"Thonich Oifi dafiof mj ^lury arc onr, 
And Ibc lun uf my Ciiiit tuth dHliDcd."] 
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Though the rock of mj last hope is shiver'd, 

And its fragments are suiik in the wave, 
Thongh I feel that mj soul is deliver'd 

To pain — it shall not be its slave. 
There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall not coiiI«rid; 
The; may torture but shall not subdue ine ; 

*Tis of tiee tliat I think — -not of them.* 



Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 

Though woman, thou didst not fonalce. 
Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me. 

Though slander' d, thou never couldst shake ; 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me. 

Though parted, it was not to fly, 
Tliough watchful, 'twas not to defame nie. 

Nor, mute, that the world might belie.' 



Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it. 

Nor the war of the many with one ; 
If my soul was not fitted to prize tt, 

'Twas folly not sooner to shun : 
And if dearly that error hutli cost me. 

And more than I once could foresee, 
I have found that, whatever it lost me. 

It could not deprive me of (iee. 



From the wreck of the past, which hath perisli'd. 

Thus much 1 at least may recall. 
It hath taught me that wiiat I most cherish'd 
Deserved to be dearest of all ; 
i*!1j tbna :— 

' ' Tliere is monji i p&ng to pursue me, 

Tilt!; latj (artnra, but liull Dot tabdne me ; 
Ihej mar onuh, but tbey ahaH ant wotfinn.") 
[HS.— "Though watchftil, 'twu but b> m^laim me, 
Hur, BileBt, to annetiuu n lie."] 
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In the desert a fountaia is springing. 

In the wide waste there still is a tree, 
And a bird in the soUtude singing, 

Which speaks to ray spirit of tiee. 

/My 24, ISItL 



EPISTLE TO AUGUSTA.* 



Mv sister I my sweet sister I if a name 
Dearer and purer were, it should be thine. 
Mountains and seas divide us, but I elaim 
No tears, but tenderneas to answer mine : 
Go where I will, to rae tliou art the some — 
A loved regret which I would not resign. 
There jet are two things in mj destiny, — 
A world to roam through, and a home with thee. 



The first were nothing — had I still the last, 
It were the haven of ray happiness ; 
But other clairas aud other lies thou hast. 
And mine is not the wish to make them leas. 
A strange doom is thy fatlier'a son's, and past 
Kecalliiig, as it lies beyond redress ; 
Reversed for him our grandsire's* fate of yore, — 
He had no rest at sea, nor I on shore. 

• [ThflM lUuuM— " tiiMB which," Mji ths Quvtaclj Bcriev, for Imiuary, 1881, 
"th«re U D<>tluDg perhap* mon moonifallj and dsiolklclj batutifnl in the vholt ', 
nnpe at Lend Bjroii'i poetrj," were id» wrilttm it DiocUti, Aod Knt home to b* 
publiahed iF Mn. Leigh (hoald cooMiit. She decided the other waj, uid the epiitl* 
wu not, printed till 183D.] 

* [Adminl BjrDii wu renuukabla lot nerrr tokking > rojtge vithoat a lempsk 
Hi vu kmxni la the nilon bj the hcetioue ume of '* Poal-weMher Juk." 

"Bat. though it vero lAmpeet-laea'd, 
8tlU bu Urk wuld not U loA." 
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If my itilieritance of sturtns hath been 
III other elementa, and on tlie rocks 
Of perils, overlook'd or unforeseen, 
I liove sustain'd my share of worldly shocks, 
Tlie fault was mine ; nor do I seek to screen 
My errors with defensive paradox ; 
I have been cunning ia miue overthrow. 
The careful pilot of my proper woe. 



Mine were mj faults, and mine be their reward. 
My whole life was a contest, since the day 
That gave me being, gave me that which marrM 
'llie gift, — a fate, or will, that walk'd astray; 
And I at times have found the struggle hard, 
And thouglit of shaking off my bonds of clay : 
But now I fain would for a time survive. 
If but to see what next can well arrive. 



Kingdoms and empires in my Utile day 
I have outlived, and yet I am not old ; 
And when I look on tliis, the petty spray 
Of my own years of trouble, which have roll'd 
Like a wild bay of breakers, melts away : 
Something — I know not what — does still uphold 
A spirit of slight patience ;— not in vain, 
Even I'or its own sake, do we purchase pain. 



Perhaps the workings of defiance stir 
Within mc — or perhaps a cold despair, 
Brougiit on when ills liabitually recur, — 
Perhaps a kinder chme, or purer air, 
(For even to this may change of soul refer, 
And with light armour we may leara to bear,) 
Have taught me a strange quiet, which was not 
The chief companion of a calmer lot. 
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I fe«I almost at times as I 1i»ve fi-lt 
In iiappy chiMhood; trees, and tloucrs, iiixl linwi 
Whicli do remember me of where I dwelt 
£re mjr young mind was sacrificed to book?. 
Come as of vore upon me, aud uaii melt 
llf heart with recognition of their loolu; 
And even at moments 1 could think I see 
Some living thing to love — but none like thee. 

Here are the Alpine landscapes which create 
A fund for contemplation ; — to admire 
Is a brief feeling of a trivial date ; 
But sometiiing worthier do such scenes inspire ; 
Here to be lonely is not desokte. 
For much I view which I could moat diaire. 
And, above all, a lake I can behold 
Lovelier, not dearer, thoTi our own of old. 



Oh that thou wert but with me! — bul I grow 
The fool of my own wishes, aud forgi-i 
The solitude whicb I have vaunted so 
Has lost its praise in this but one regret ; 
There may be others which I less may »!iow ; — 
I am not of the plaintive mood, and yet 
I feel an ebb in my philosophy. 
And the tide rising in my aller'd eye. 

I did remind fhce of our own deai Late,' 
By the old Hall which may be mine no more. 
Lemau's ia f^r; but think not I forsake 
The sweet remembrance of a dearer shore : 
Sad havoc Time must with my memory make, 
Klre Ua( or liou can fade these eyes before; 
Thoujrh, like all things which I have loved, they are 
Rcaign'd for ever, or divided far. 

Dstilj is tbc (I 
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The worlJ is all befori; me ; I but ask 
Of Nature that with which she wilt l'oitijiIv — 
It is but iu her summer's sun to bask. 
To mingle with the quiet of her sky. 
To sec her gentle fsce wiinout a ma^k. 
And never gaze on it with apathy. 
She was my early friend, and now shall be 
My sister — till I look ntrain on thee. 



I can reduce all feelings but this one ; 
And that I would not; — for at length I see 
Such scenes as those wherein my life begun. 
The earliest — even the only paths for me — 
Had I but sooner learnt the crowd to shuu, 
I had been better than I now can be ; 
The passions which have torn me would have slept ; 
/ had not suffer'd, and /Aoh Iiadst not wept. 



With false Ambition what had I to do ? 
Little with Love, and least of all with Fame ; 
And yet they came unsought, and with me gr 
And mode me all which they can make — a na 
Yet this was not the end I did pursue ; 
Surely I once beheld a noJiler aim. 
But all is over — I am one the more 
To bafHed millions which have gone before. 



And for the future, this world's future may 
from me demand but httle of my care; 
I have outlived myself by many a day; 
Having survived so many things that were; 
My years have been no slumber, but the prey 
Of ceaseless vigils ; for I Lad the share 
Of life which might Iiavc fiU'd a century. 
Before its fourth iu time had pass'd me by. 



Domanc fibcbs. 



And for the remnant which mmj be to oome 
I am content ; and for the past I fed 
Not thankless, — for within the crowded sam 
Of straggleSy happiness at times woold steal. 
And for the present, I would not bennmb 
My feelings further. — Nor shall I conceal 
That with all this I still can look around. 
And worship Nature with a thought profound* 

For thee, m j own sweet sister, in th j heart 
I know myself secure, as thou in mine ; 
We were and are — I am, eren as thou art — 
Beings who ne'er each other can resign ; 
It is the same, tc^ether or apart. 
From life's commencement to its slow decline 
We are entwined — let death oome slow or &st. 
The tie which bound the first endures the b»t ! 



IJNCS ON HEABING THAT LADY BTBON WAS ILU 

Axn thou wot sad — vet I was not with thee : 

And thou wert sick, and yet I was not near ; 
Methought that joy and health alone could be 

Where I was mU — and pain and sorrow here ! 
And is it thus ? — it is as I foretold. 

And shall be more so ; for the mind recoils 
Upon it.«elf, and the wrecked heart hcs cold. 

While heariness collects the shattered spoils. 
It is not in the storm nor in the strife 

We fed benumb'd, and wish to be no more. 

But in the after-silence on the shore. 
When all is lost, except a little life. 

I am too weU arenged ! — bat ' twas mv right ; 

Whatever my sins might be, iJkom wert not sent 
To be the Nemesis who should requite — 

Nor did Hearen choo^ so near an instrument. 



DOMESTIC riECES. 

Mercy is for tlie merciful ! — if thou 

Hast been of such, 'twill be accorded now. 

Thy nights are bauisli'd from tJie realms of sleep . — 

Yea! they may flatter thee, but t.liou slialt feel 

A hollow agony wliicli will not heal, 
For thou art pillow'd on a curse too deep; 
Thou hast sown in my sorrow, and icuat reap 

The bitter harvest iu a woe as real ! 
1 huve had maivy foes, but none like thee; 

¥oi 'gainst the rest myself I could defend, 

And be avenged, or turn them into friend; 
Bat thou iu safe implacabihty 

Hadst nought to dread — in thy own weakness shielded. 
And in my love, which hath but too much yielded, 

And spared, for thy sake, some I should not spare; 
And thus upon the world— trust in thy truth, 
And the wild fame of my ungoveru'd youth — 

On things that were not, ajid on tilings that are — 
Even ujion such a basis hast thou built 
A monument, whose cement linth been guilt! 

The moral Clytemnestra of thy lord. 

And hew'd down, with an uiwuspe^jted sword. 
Fame, peace, and hope — and all the better life 

Which, but for this cold treason of thy heart. 
Might still have risen from out the grave of strife, 

And found a nobler duty than to part. 
But of thy virtues didst thou make a vice, 

TrafBcking witii them in a jiurpuse cold. 

For present anger, and for future gold — 
And buying other's grief at any price. 
And thus once enter'd into crooked ways. 
The early truth, which was thy proper praise. 
Did not still walk beside thee — but at times. 
And with a breast niiknowing its own crimes. 
Deceit, averments incompatible, 
Equivocations, aud the thouglits which dwell 

In Jonus-spirits — the significant eye 
Which learns to lie with silence — the pretext 
Of prudence, with advantages aimex'd — 
The acquiescence in all tilings whicli tend. 



DOUBSnC riBCES. 

\o instler how, to the (lesiird end — 

All found a place in ItiT plulosopliy. 
The means were worthy, and the end is won — 
I would not do by thee as thoa hast done t* 

S^ttmitr, ISIO. 

* [" IfiH Bjmnt had it kul thii moA to m; fer kmudC thai k* «•■ Hit ite 



flnt lo m 



rhuai 



iediffcn 



■ biiDMlt (T> i>j bet bat tbe oiw omliigBind »d Isi^ble a 



Oathtoi 






known, bdd op erefyvkert, aod b; eierj art of m 
— liMUBe be bad parted from hn vifis. He «i« eiqwi^td7ici 
M aaet by a tbonMud am«i ; and all tku widi the BUi 
knowledge, that of ait wko were anailing bin ■<< oae knew aartbiae tt lbs ml 
merita of the eaae. Did be rigbt, then, in pnblidung tboac aqnitH and tinilea I IC<^ 
colaiDlj : it would haie been noUer. better, wiacr Ur. to harv ntteriT aoned tbe 
UBuiltA of inch eneiuiea, aul taken no notice, of anj kind, of tiwm. But, becanae 
tbifl jonng, hot-blooded, prond, ftttriojui poet did rvA, aaud^t the cxaes'katioB of 
foiling whicb he mutd not coubx>l, act in pfeeiaelj tbe most dignified and wiBest of 
■II pnnUe mannen of action,— are we entitled, ia the world at large eotilled. to 
lane a tread lentenn of TitoperatiTe condemnation ? Do we know ail that be bad 
aqffend f— have we ima^nation enoD^ to comprehend what he ntflered nnder cirmm' 
atarjRca siich an thrae !— have kv been tried in omilar cimunstancva, whether we 
Ajnld feeJ the wnuod anflinchini^j, and keep the weapon qnieflcent in the band that 
tninUed with all the eicitemaito of inflnlted privacj, bounor, and ^tb. 

"Let people conaiderfora moment what it ia that the; demand when they inuat npoa 
a poet of BjTon'i clam abataining altogether from eipreiaing in hit worlu anything of 
hii own fedinga in ngard U anything that immediately eonomt bia awn biMorj. We 
tell him, in eteiy poaeible form and sbape, tbst the great and ^i«iiiigni.hiiig merit of bti 
poatrj ia t^ intanae tmtfa with which that puetiy eipnnta lui own penonal feelia^ 
Ta aDOOQcage him in enrj powble way lo ditMct bia own botrt fiir our eotertaia- 
BMol — wt tempt him by every brilw mnet Hkely to act powwftdly at a yovng and 
'""IT''*''" man, to plonge into the darkest deptlia of aelf-knovtedge ; lo uaddED Ua 
brain with etamal aclT-Kratioiea, to Bnd hi* pride and bii plcaaare in what <Mken 
■blink &nm aa toitBre — we tempt bim to indijge in theae daognvoi eicceBea, OBlil 
tbey obrionilj aoqniie the power of leading bim to the reiy brink of freo^ — ^ve lcai|A 
him lo find, and to aee in thti periluui location, the flkple of hia axiatenoa, the ttni 
of hia ambitioB, tbe very eaaenee of hi* glory, — and the moment that, by batnla of 
oor own emting, at Itaat of our own encoaragiDg and conGiminft be ia tarried one 
Angle atep beyond wbat we baf^wn lo a pproie ot. we tDcn round with all the hitter- 
saaa of (|jcen, and repnaeh him with the namanlincaa of entertaining the publio with 
kia fedln^ io regard (o hi* aepaiatiaD from hi* wife. Tbii waa truly the condoct of 
• (air and liberal pablie ! To our lirw of the matter. Lord Byron, treated aa he hnd 
been. lam|ited a* be had been, and tortmed and inanlted aa he waa at the moment, 
did no mors forfeit bi* chancter by writing wbat he did write apon that unhappy 
OMMion, Ihan another man, nnder drenmatancci of the BMne natnre, would bare 
lone, by lelUng 100011108 of hia mind about it to an intimate ^end aenwa the fire. 
Vhe pablje bad torced him into the habita of familiaritT, and they receired hii eon- 
ftilenx with nothiag but aager and acom."— Looks art.] 



MONODY ON THE DEATH 



or 



THE EIGHT HON. R B. SHERIDAN. 



HONOBT ON THE DEATH 



THE RIGHT HON. K. B. SHERIDAN/ 



BPOKBN AT DRUHY-LAUE THBATBE. 



Whkn the last suualiine of expiring day 

In summer's twilight weeps itself away, 

\^'ho hath not felt the softness of the hour 

Sink oil the heart, as dew along the floH'er ? 

With a pure feeling wliich absorbs and awes 

While Niiture makes that melancholy pause. 

Her breathing moment on tiie bridge where Time 

Of light and darkness forms an arch sublime, 

Who hath not shared that calm^ so still and deep, 

nie voiceless thought wliich would not sjienk but wi-ep, 

A holy concord, and a bright regret, 

A glorious sympathy with suns that set ? 

Tis not harsh sorrow, but a tenderer woe, 

Nameless, but dear to gentle hearts beloiv. 

Felt without bitterness, but full and clear, 

A sweet dejection, a transparent tear, 

tlnmix'd witli worldly grief or selfish stain. 

Shed witliDut aiiame, and secret witliout pain. 

* [Itt. SfavriiUn died the Tth of Jnty, ISlfl-, unci thin monoljr wu wrilten M 

odsti on the ITth, at tJie requesl of Mr. Douijlu Kbtuiirtl, "1 did u veil an 1 

umld," njt Lord Bjroa, " but where I have not injr choice, I pretend to amwer for 

DCthing." Ha told Lady Blesainjlon, howeier, that his feflings were noTer niure 

■xdted Ihan vhile uritidg il, and Ihnt cTer; word cuni; dimt from his he&rt.] 




MONODY OUT TEIK DEATH OF SHBRIDAK. 

Even H$ liiu teiiileniess that liour irislib 

\Vlieii SummtTS day declines aUnig the hills. 

So fi'els the fuliit^ss uf our heart and »'Cf> 

When nil of (leiiius wliieh can perish ilie:». 

A mighty Spirit is ecliped — a I'uner 

ilnlli pass'd from day to dnrkness — to ithose liour 

Of liglit no likeness is bequ^athM— no imme, 

Focua at oiice of all tlie rays of Fame ! 

The Hash of Wit, the bright Intelligence, 

The beatn of Song, the bliize of Eloquence, 

Set witli tiielr Sun, but still hiive left bcbind 

The enduring produce of immortiil Mind ; 

Fruits of a genial morn, and glorious noon, 

A deathless part of him iilio died too soon. 

Hut small that portion of the wondrons whole, 

Tiiese sparklint! segments of that circling soul. 

Which all embraced, &nd hghteii'd over all. 

To cheer, to pierce, to please, or to appal. 

From the charm'd council to the festive board. 

Of human feelings the unbounded lord ; 

In whose acclaim the loftiest voices vied. 

The praised, llie prouii, who mode liia pniiae (heir pride. 

When tlie loud cry of trampled Hindost^in 

Am$e to Heaven in her uppeal from man. 

His was the lliunder, hi^ the avenging rod. 

The wrath — the delegated voice of Uod ! 

Which shook the naliims through bis lips, and blo/^ed 

Till viin(|uished senates trembled as tbey praised.' 



And here, oh ! here, where yet all young and warm, 

The gay creatiims of liis spirit cliurm. 

The matchless dialogue, the deathless wit. 

Which knew nol wiiat it was to intermit; 

The glowing jKtrtniili!, fresh from hfe, that bring 

Home to our hearts the truth from which they spring; 

Tiiesc wondrous brings of liia fancy, wrought 

■ [Ths anwh im*iii>I Wu-nn Kmrtiiigs in Ihe Hunn of Cmnninni 
by Burke, Pul. %ud Pilt to iiilriKW cwerj eRort nf ulntcir]', ■ncitnt >ii 
liiimruT' 'UuUug ■( Iha mouml, bu beH ipocL-hca la<t mwrh uf Ui 
cuiiu iwrmuU-l 



MONODY ON TUK DEATH OP SHERIDAN. Sd 

To fuluesji by the fiat of his tliouglit. 

Here in tiieir first abode you Etiii may meel, 

Bright with the liues of his Promethean beat ; 

A halo of the light of other days. 

Which still tlie splendour of its orb betravs. 

But should there be to whom the fatal bhght 

Of failing Wisdom yields a base delight. 

Men who exult when minds of lieaveuly tone 

Jar in the music which wns born their own, 

Still let them pause — ah ! little do they kiiow 

Tliat what to them seem'd Vice might be but Woe. 

Hard is his fiite on whom the public gaze 

Is lii'd for ever to detract or praise ; 

Jlepose denies her requiem to his name. 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The secret enemy whose sleepless eye 

f^tands sentinel, accuser, judge, and spy. 

The foe, the fool, the jealous, and the vain, 

'Hie envious who but breathe in other's piiui, 

lieliold the boat ! delighting to deprave, 

Who track tiie steps of Glory to the grave, 

Watch every fault that daring Genius owes 

Half to the ardour which its birtli bestows, 

Distort the trutli, accumulate the lie. 

And pile the pyramid of Calumny ] 

Tliese are his portion — but if joined to these 

Gaunt Poverty should league with deep Disease, 

If the high Spirit must forget to soar. 

And stoop to strive with Misery at the door," 

To soothe Indignity — and face to face 

Meet sordid Bage, and wrestle with Disgrace, 

To find in Hope but the renew'd caress. 

The serpent-fold of further F'a i till ess n ess : — 

> [Tlut nu net fiction. Onlj a tew da;e bcfure hii dealh, tiheridiui ntvle thus to 
Mr. Eueen :—•• I am abwlalely nnrtone and broken-hcirted. They are (<oing t-i put 
tfaaearpctg out of midov, wtd hraak into Mn. S.'a room and rob mf: ISOf. will 
IWDOTS sU difficulty. For Qod'a iak« let me He you !" Mr. Mnore wu Lbe iimnMluiW 
beanr of the required mini. Thii vu irritten en the IStli it Hay, and on the llUi of 
July, 8hm'd«n'ii remuu were dejiosllal in WratraiiiKhT Ablipy— hin pivU-lxairen. being 
the Dnke if Bedf.>rd. the Eurl of Uudcnliilc, Kurl Mulgrace, tbs Lurd l!ii)h.>j> ,.1 
Londun, Lvitl llulliuid, uud Eul S]>riiKr.| 



MONODY UN THE DBATH OP SflliBIDA.N. 

If such m&j be the ills which men assail. 

What marvel if at last the mightiest fail P 

lireosti! t« whom all th« strength of feeling given 

Bear hearts electric — chargeu with fire from Heiiveu, 

Black with the rude collision, inly torn, 

By clouds surrounded, and on whirlwinds borne, 

Driven o'er the lowering atmosphere that nurst 

Thoughts wliich have turn'd to thunJer^scorch, and burst.* ] 



But far from us and from our mimic scene 

Such things should be — if such have ever been 

Ours be the gentler wish, the kinder task. 

To give the tribute Glory need not ask. 

To mourn the vauish'd beam, and add our mite 

Of praise in payment of a long delight. 

Ye Orators 1 whom yet our councils yield. 

Mourn for the veteran Hero of your field ! 

The worthy rival of the wondrous Three!* 

Whose words were sparks of linmortahly ! 

Ye Bards! to whom the Drama's Muse is dear. 

He was your Master — emulate him here 1 

Ye men of wit and social elo(|uence!' 

He was your brother — bear his ashes hence I 

While Powers of mind almost of boundless range,* 

Complete in kind, as various in their change. 



riginal MS. 
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ery thundera, 


«, wh<H b«ini h^TC DDlX 

lighten— Kgrch, ud bont.'M 



> P"!— Pitt— Burks I " I heard Sbencl»o oalj once, and tliAt brieflj ; bnt I Uktd 
liii Toi», hi* mannoT, uid hii vit. He 'a the on); one of them I ever vUhed M> bear 
rt grasWr length, "—fl. Uiat-y, 1821-1 

' ['■ In losiiitjf I have met aheridan frwinentlj. Ho «»» iui«rb \ I h«*o •ML Um 
ciit op WhIlbreAd, quia Mwlune de Sucl, uinibible Colman, and do little tea \g 
•ana oUion of good fame and atHlity. I haTe met hira at all pUees and partiea, and 
alnjii (bnod him ooonrial and deligbbfoL" — B. Diary, 1S21.) 

' ("Ths other night »■ WEra all 'detiTering our leipeetiie and Tarioni opiniona 
a|>an glieridau, and mina waa thii : — 'WhaUTer Sheridan haa done, or dioacn to do, 
ha* liMD par ixrrlUnci alwayi the bnt of iti kind. Ho hiu vritWU the beat oomedj 
(8dio«] fur Scaurlal), the bat dnunn (in mjr mind, Gtr brjnnJ thai St. Qilea's lampooD, 
tilt Brggan' Opera), the bst larM (the Critic, — it la onljloo good fbr a faroe), and thi 
licit addrtn {Honotogut on Oarriekt, and, to orown all. deliitercd the tctj beat 
•irntioB itbe famoa* BegniB tpeeoh) aTti eoaedxd ot heard in thia eonaUj.'" — 
H. Diart, Drc. IT. 1813.) 
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While Eloquence, Wit, Poesy, and Mirth, 
That humbler Harmonist of care on Earth, 
Survive within our souls — while lives our sense 
Of pride in Merit's proud pre-eminence. 
Long shall we seek his likeness, long in vain. 
And turn to all of him which may remain. 
Sighing that Nature formed but one such man. 
And broke the die — ^in moulding Sheridan 1 



THE DBEAM. 



THE DBEAM. 



INTEODCCTION TO THE DREAM. 



"The Deeim" — called in the £nl ilmiight "The Destui;" — wu ennipoasd it 
DinUti in July, 1S16, aad nflects the trnin of thought engendered by the ncant 
quarrel with Lady ByroD. Thu misery of bis marmge led him to revert to hii 
tarly puuoD for MJu Chaworth, whose rmioD had prored do happier tiuta Us own, 
snd, amid many tears, he traced their respecUve fates in yena n-hich ia the roreet 
Oomlnnation of historical simplicity with poetic beanty. The attachment to Miss 
Chawarth b^n ID hiR childhood, and reuhcd its height io his siiteenth year, wh?a 
be ipeot the auromer holiJajB of 1803 at Nottingbam, and was a constant gncst at 
Annesley Hall. She was two years bis senioc at a period wben the difference made 
ktr a woman, and left him a boy. He bod nothing beyond his rank to compensate 
for the diBadvantage— hii genius was not bo much as in the bnd, bis beauty unde- 
Teloped, his mannera rongb, and his temper ungoTersable. The succeeding year he 
bade her farewell on the hill which ia celebraled in "The Dream." "The next time 
1 see yon," he said, "I suppose you will bo Mrs. Cbaworth," — for her husband 
originally Wok her name, — sjid sho answered "I hopa bo." She naturally nnmbemi 
Lord Byroads atlachment among the fickle ebullitions of juvenile susceptibility, and 
would have treated it with eoldnoiB, even if her heart had not been already won. In 
1805 she was united lo Hr. Must«r>, a gentleman of a noble appearano) and of an 
andeat family. There was no sympathy between their characters, and his conduct lo 
ber was reported lo be harsh and capridoDS. He nii«r relished Lord Byron's allusians 
Id her. and after the publicatjon of " The Dream" he cut down the celebrated 
"diadem of trees" which grew on bis eatato. lUs beautifnl and accomplished bride 
became the victim of her cares, and she sunk into lunacy. In 1S32 she closed 
her tragic lifo by a mournful death. A party of Nottingluun rioters sacked 
Colwick Sail, and she and her daughter took rcAige in the shrubbery, where bor 
constitution received a fiitBl abock from the combined effects of sold snd terror. 
Lord Byron always kept the ooUTLction tlukt the lady of Annesley would have averted 
bis destiny, la 1322 hating called her in his IHary "my M. A, C," he suddenly 
exclaims, "Alas! why do I say m ? Our union would have healed feuds in which 
bl«od hod been abed by urir fathers, — It would hate joined buds broad and rich, it 
wonld have joined at least one heart, and two persons not ill-matched in years, and 
— and — and — what has been the result t " The consideration of bis char 
us lo think that the result wouhl not have been widely different if he had prospered 
in his suit : and the romance that muet always liofter round the name of Mis 
Chaworth is probably none the less that it comes to ns invested with the hnes u( 
jmaginatieii iualod of the light of eiperieuoe. 
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66 INTRODUCTION TO THE DREAM. 

" SucceMAil lore may sate itself away ; 
The wretched are the faithful ; 'tie their fate 
To hare all feeliug, save the (me, decay, 
And erery paaaion into one dilate, 
Aa rapid rivers into ocean pour ; 
But oura ia fathomleaa^ and hath no ahore." 

So wrote tlie poet in the lutme of Tasso, with hia own unrequited attachment ibi 
Miss Chaworth in hia mind. That she was worthy of the lasting paasion she raised, 
that he loTed her with a deeper fervour than was ever excited by any future favourite 
may be readily admitted ; but had hia love been suooessful it would have sated itaeU 
Kwtkjf and the woman who could permanently have &zed his affections might hafv 
aspired to ehain the ^inds. 



THE DKEAM. 



Oua life is twnMd: Sleep hath its own world, 
A boundary between the things misnamed 
Death and existeDce; Sleep hath its own world. 
And a wide realm of wild reality. 
And dreams in their development have breatii. 
And t«ars, and tortures, and the touch of joy; 
They leave a weight upon our waking tlioughts, 
'Filey take a weight from off our waking toils. 
They do divide our being ; they become 
A portion of ourselves as of our time. 
And look like heralds of eternity; 
They pass like spirits of the past, — they speak 
Like Sibyls of the future ; tliey have power — 
The tyranny of pleasure and of pain ; 
They make us what we were not — what they will. 
And shake us with the vision that's gone by. 
The dread of vanish'd shadows — Are tiiey so ? 
Is not the past all shadow ? — What are they ? 
Creations of the mind ?^The mind can make 
Substance, and people planets of its own 
With beings brighler than have been, and give 
A breath to forms which can outlive all flesh. 
I would recall a vision which I dream'd 
Perchance in sleep— for in itself a thought. 




THB DEBAM. 



A alumbering thought, is capable of years. 
And curdles a long life into one hour. 



I saw two beings in the hues of jonth 
Standing upon a hill, a gentle hill. 
Green and of mild declivity, the last 
As 'twere the cope of a long ridge of sneh. 
Save that there was no sea to lave its base. 
Bat a most living landscape, and the wave 
Of woods and cornfields, and the abodes of men 
Scatter'd at intervals, and wreathing smoke 
Arising from such rustic roofs ; — the hill 
Was crown'd with a peculiar diadem 
Of trees, in circular array, so fix'd, 
Not by the sport of nature, but of man ; 
These two, a maiden and a youth, were there 
Gazing — the one on all that was beneath 
Fair as herself — but the boy gazed on her ; 
And both were young, and one was beautiful : 
And both were young— yet not alike in youth. 
As the sweet moon on the horizon's verge, 
Tlie maid was on the eve of wotnauhood ; 
Tlie boy had fewer suintners, but his heart 
Had far outgrown his years, and to his eye 
There was but one beloved face on earth. 
And that was shining on him : he had look'd 
Upon it till it could not puss away ; 
He had no breath, no being, but in hers ; 
She was his voice ; he did not speak to her, 
But trembled on her words ; she was his eight,' 
For his eye follow'd hen", and saw with hejs. 
Which colour'd all his objrcts : — he had ceased 
To live within him!<c)r; she was his life, 
The ocean to the river of his thoughts. 
Which tcntiinnted all : upon a tone, 
A touch of hers, his blood would ebb and How, 



"nhe »»* hii Kight, 

mr cliil bs turn hJt gluiiw nnljl 

m hud ltd bj Eui ig un id ubjecL"-liS.] 



THE DEEAM. I 

Aud his cheek change tempestuously — Iiia heart 

Unknowing of its cause of agoiij. 

But she in these fond feelings liad no aiiare: 

Her sighs were not for him ; to her he was 

Even as a brother — but no more ; 'twas much. 

For brotherless she was, save in the name 

Her infant friendship had bestow'd on him ; 

Herself tlie solitary scion left 

Of a time-honour'd race.— It was a name 

Which pleased him, and y et pleased him not — aud why P 

Time taught him a deep answer — when she loved 

Another ; even nou) she loved another. 

And on the summit of that hiU she stood 

Looking afar if jet her lover's at«ed 

Kept pace with her expectancy, and flew. 



A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 

There was an ancient mansion, and before 

Its walla there was a steed caparison'd : 

Within an antique Oratory stood 

The Boy of whom I spake ;^he was alone. 

And pale, and pacing to and fro : anon 

He sate him down, aud seized a pen, and traced 

Words wbich I could not guess of; then he lean'd 

His bow'd head on his hands, and shook as 'twere 

With a convulsion — then arose again. 

And with his teeth and quivering hands did t£ar 

What he had written, but he shed no tears. 

Aud he did calm himself, aud fix his brow 

Into a kind of quiet : as lie paused. 

The Lady of his love re-eutered there ; 

She was serene and smiling then, and yet 

She knew she was by him beloved — she knew, 

For quickly comes such knowledge, that his heart 

Was darken'd with lier shadow, and she saw 

That he was wretched, but she saw not all.' 

* [" I had long hetn m bve with U. A. C, and oerer told it, though tA< hail dl*- 
ivered it without. I recullect m; letiaitioiu, but cannot doKribe ifaem. Hid it ii M 
e\L"—B. J>ia<-!/, 1823.] 



TUB DliBAM. 

lie rosp, anil with ;i culil uinl j.'eiille gmsji 

He look her hnnd ; a moment o'er his faee 

A tablet nf unutterable thouglits 

Was tracetl, and thcti il fade*!, as it came j 

He dropp'd the hand he held, and with slow step 

Ketired, but not as biddiiij; her adieu, 

For they did part with mutual smiles ; he pasa'd 

From out the massy gate of that old Hall, 

And mounting on his steed he went iiis vny ; 

And ne'er repass'd that lioary threshold more. 



A change came o'er the s]iirit of mj dream. 
The Boy was sprung to manhood ; in the wilds 
Of fier^ climes he made himself a home. 
And his aoul drank their sunbeams : he was girt 
With strange and dusky aspects ; he was not 
Himnelf like what he had been ; on the sea 
And on the shore he was a wanderer ; 
There was a mass of many images 
Crowded like waves upon me, but he was 
A part of alt ; and in the last he lay 
EL^sing from the noontide sultriness, 
Couch'd among fallen columns, in the shade 
Of ruin'd walls that had survived the names 
Of those who rear'd them ; by his sleeping side 
Stood camels grazing, and some goodly steeds 
Were faaten'd near a fountain; and a mui 
Clad in a flowing garb did watch the while, 
While many of his tribe «lumber'd around : 
And they were canopied by the blue sky. 
So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful. 
That God alone wh." to be seen in heaven.* 



A change rame o'er the spirit of my dream. 



I nlW] is the alight ud tlnml impntvptihlc tnui>bM Ui>t the huid of the 
"' "' " ringlf K|«rb. (Crack fiiiiB bin raniTj, lighten* with t long 
t milti. - din Wir.rmi amir.] 



THE DREAM. 

The Lad^ of his love was tred nitli One 
Who did not love her better ; — in her home, 
A thousand leagues from his,— her native home, 
Slie dwelt, begirt with growing liifaocy, 
Daughters and sons of Beautj, — but behold ! 
Upon her face there was the tini of grief, 
The settled shudow of an inward strife. 
And an unquiet droojiing of the eye. 
As if its lid were charged with unshed tears. 
What could her grief be ? — she had all she loved. 
And he who had so loved her was not there 
To trouble with bad hopes, or evil wish. 
Or ill-represa'd affliction, her pure thoughts, 
Whiit could her grief be ? — she had loved him not, 
Nor given him cause to deem himself beloved, 
Nor could he be a part of that which prev'd 
Upon her mind — a spectre of the past. 



A change came o'er the spirit of toy dream. 

The Wanderer was retum'd.— I saw him stand 

Before an Altar — with a gentle bride ; 

Her face was fair, but was not that which made 

The Starlight of his Boyhood ; — as he stood 

Even at the altar, o'er his brow there came 

The self-same aspect, and the quivering sliock 

That in the antique Oratory shook 

His bosom in its solitude ; and then — - 

As in that hour^a moment o'er his face 

The tablet of unutterable thoughts 

Was traced, ^and then it faded as it came. 

And he stood calm and quiet, and he spoke 

The fitting vows, but heard not his own words, 

And all things reel'd around him ; he could see 

Not that which was, nor that which should have been— 

But the old mansion, and the accustom'd hall. 

And the remember'd chambers, and the place. 

The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade. 

All things [icrtaining to that place and hour. 

And her who was his destiuy,-- came back 



Aud thrust tliemselves between him atid the litrht; 
What business had they there at such a time?* 



A change came o'et the spirit of my dream. 
The Lady of his love ; — Oh ! she was changed 
As by the sickness of tlie soul ; her miud 
Had wander'd from its dwelling, and her eyes 
They had not their own lustre, but the look 
"Which is not of the earth ; she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm ; her thouglita 
Were combinations of disjointed things ; 
And fonns impalpable and unperceived 
Of others' sight familiar were to hers. 
And this the world calls frenzy j but tlie nise 
Uave a for deeper madness, and the gbiice 
Of melancholy is a fearful gift ; 
What is it but the telescope of truth ? 
Which strips the distance of its fantasies. 
And brings life near in utter nakedness, 
Making the cold reality too real ! '_ 



A change came o'er ihe spirit of my dn-ara. 
The Wanderer was alone as heretofore. 
The beings which surrounded him were gone. 
Or were at war with him ; he was a mark 
For blight and desolaliou, compassed round 
With Hatred and Contention ; Fain was mix'd 
In all which was served up to him, until, 

< [Thii toDching picture kgm* dowly, in maaj of iti ciminutiuiMs, villi Lord 
DyroDE own pron accaunt of Uie wedding in 1ii« Uemonuida ; in which be denciiUi 
hiiiiM'lf u waking, on tha mumlng of hi* niuriige, Hilh tbo mort nielancholy 
ri'fltctioii*, oD teaog bii «edduig>iDi( ijwead out befure him. In the oune moud, hit 
■ ■nderrd iboxt tlw grunnd* slono, till he ma sammaDod for the mmnonj, and jmned, 
fur Uie firtt time, on that ilaj, hi) brida wid her hmily. He knelt down — ha rqiealad 
tho wordf after tbe elcrgjmui ; but a iDut ww twfore Ilia ejea — tiii tiunghtB vara 
([•c'hcre : uid lie via bat awakimed bj the eoDgralulationi of the byatanden to Sad 
Uiiil he vaa— Darried.— HooKi.) 

' ( "IheglaDoe 

Qf meLuch^j ia a feufol giil ; 

For it befMUici Ihv tctnofpe of trath, 

Aud ahowi u all Ibiogt uikcd as th.j an."— MS.} 
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Like to the Pontic monarch of old days/ 

He fed on poisons^ and they had no power^ 

But were a kind of nutriment ; he lived 

Through that which had been death to many men^ 

And made him friends of mountains : with the stars 

And the quick Spirit of the Universe 

He held his dialogues ; and they did teach 

To him the magic of their mysteries ; 

To him the book of Night was opened wide. 

And voices from the deep abyss reveal^ 

A marvel and a secret — Be it so. 



IZ. 



My dream was past ; it had no further change. 

It was of a strange order, that the doom 

Of these two creatures should be thus traced out 

Almost like a reality — the one 

To end in madness — both in misery. 

• Mltliridates of Pootofc 



^11^, 1816). 



TRE LAMENT OF TASSO. 



ADYEBTISEMENT. 
♦ 

At Ferrara^ in the Library^ are preserved the original MSS. of 
Tasso's Gierosalemme and of Guarini's Pastor Fido, with letters of 
Tasso, one from Titian to Ariosto^ and the inkstand and chair, the 
tomb and the house, of the latter. But, as misfortone has a greater 
interest for posterity, and little or none for the contemporary, the 
cell where Tasso was confined in the hospital of St. Anna attracts a 
more fixed attention than the residence or the monument of Ariosto 
— at least it had this effect on me. There are two inscriptions, one 
on the outer gate, the second over the cell itself, inviting, unneces- 
sarily, the wonder and the indignation of the spectator. Ferrara is 
much decayed and depopulated ; the castle still exists entire ; and I 
saw the court where Parisina and Hugo were beheaded, according 
to the annal of Gibbon. 



INTEODDCTION TO THE LA^MENT OP TASSO. 



ArriB all tlut bns been nrittca upon th« Duka a( Pamira'a impriaanment of 



kni be addresBed h 



■ anmUiry i>w 



wbicli he boaiti! of ■ di>)ii>Di 
Id tbe hatuls of her brother, the 
nu » qiutrel ju ths paliue at 
iacidtmt ended ia bii beln^ sent 
m tbe 11th of July, 1577, «iiJ 
' PeTTAnk, aDd the 



TuK. ■ gretit deal euntintm to be left to coajecl 
in hit with Ibe PiinceiM Eleunora, 
There 4re other pieces nhieh probubl; refer to her. in 
aiiu KKKxm, and which are sappoied to hare fBllen in 
Duke. But tbe immediBte csdh of Tasio's arrest 
Pemra, wbeo be threw a knife at a domestic. Tbe 
M > lunatia to Uie eouvent of St. FraccU. 'Tbia vaa i 
on the 20th he nuule his escape. In Febmary, 1579, 

Dnka and the Frinceu refusing to notice bim, be uttered imprecetioni ngoinat tliem, 
wai deelared a nudnum, and was conGoed for acTen years in the boBpit,-il of St. Anna. 
A miaenhle duDgeon below the ground floor, and lighted &om a grated window, 
vbieb hjoki into a amall court, is ebowu as the scene of his BntTerings, liut there is uo 
likelihood that it has beea correctly chosen, and Tasao wna at least retnaicd to a 
spadons apartnent before a twelvemonth hod elapsed. Tbe poet protested tliot tbe 
madness of 1577 was feigned to please tbe Duke, who hoped, according to modem 
inferences, that any impntatioai npon tbe Dame of the Frinoess wonld be ascrll>ed to 
the balincinationa of a dUlempered mind. Whether the suliseqnent niadu"ffl of 157y 
was real or not, has been tbe uubjei't 'if endless speculations, bnt if clonds obscui'ed 
ths mind of TasK they broke away at intervais, and allowed him to cnotinue iiin 
imnMrtal eompooiUons. Lord Syroo adopts the theory that be was im|inBoned uuder 
■ blM pretence to arenge a pure bnt presDm|)tnoQB love. The original MS. of the 
"LuDeDt of Tatuw" is dated "The Apennines, April 20, 1S17." It was in!ipire<l 
bf a dngle day's sajoum at Fenara, when Xord Byrau visited it on his w^y to 
norasee, and it is a striking instance of his ioatinclive sense of tbe direction in wbii-b 
his power lay, that before slartiigg on the joumey, he expressed bis indifference f..<- 
thu poet's manoscriptB, and centred bis interest npon "the cell where tbey caged 
him.'' He was well aware that bis imaginalicm would be kindled by the sccGb oi 
TUBo's woes, aad that his own eiperieuce of tbe workings of a lartured bosom wonld 
•mU* him to celebrate in worthy verse tbe jkangs of bis brolher bard. " I look upoa 
it," Im wrote to Murray, " as a 'These be good rbymes I ' as Pope's papa said to hin 
vhm be WW a boy." He did not overmto their ciceUence, for they are among La 
finest struDs, They are moamfol bnt not morbid. — the plaintifl' musings of a Korrow- 
■triekeu man, ooucbed in tbe choicest language iif s poet. The nund of Tnaso wanders 
on in a natural progresnon from hts captirity to bis puem, from bis poem to Leonora. 
trvm Lmudi* bock U bis dungeon, and his besatifntly contrasted thoughts are at 



• ~ 



* IST^'jlPVCnOS TO THE LAMEVT .•? TASc5i> 



uirfK m If ■ §L wb 'jnf^aaH, vtA •> pct«c-ai» tLu iftp:--3£i t*±n u* pieeeB of Loni 
vUdk MKkft ^ ^ucc «pc« % £m peranl. imk it a:«e that wibi more 
ttfwirtri-n 71ir<»gjk0«t tkere is & vaai^rf^ T-.T>i*iMi cf fedug. and Ui« 
—VMS. Taao. ftuAnaf istL,- &r fktcruj. sncfs tbe firovd predictaon of 
prt~«eiac&ee over kit tm ■ » aiir ^ Kyrenir& azri <iwribinfiil mifltreiu, 
to ■bfcwT^. Uvd BpoB iveKTed itxvt k=»irHl cviacM for Ui« 



THE LAMENT OF TASSO. 



Long vcara ! — it tries the UirilUiig frame (o beat 

Aiid eagle-spirit of a child of Song — 

Long years of outrage, ealuiniiv, ajid wrong; 

Imputed inadiieas, prison'd solitude, 

And the mind's canker in its savage niooil. 

When the impatient thirst of light and air 

Parches the heart; and the abhorr'd grate. 

Marring the auiiheams with ita hideous shade. 

Works through the throbbing eyeball to the brkin. 

With a hot sense of heaviness and pain ; 

And bare, at once, Captiritv display'd 

Stands scoffing through the never-opeii'd gate. 

Which notliing tlirough its bars admits, save day. 

And tasteless food, which I have eal alone 

Till its unsocial bitterness is gone; 

And I can banquet like a beast of prey. 

Sullen and lonely, couching in the cave 

Which is my lair, and — it may be — my grave. 

All this hath somewhat woni me, and may wea', 

But innst be home. I stoop not to despair-. 

For I have battled with mine agony. 

And made me wings wherewith to overfly 

The narrow circus of my dungeon wall. 

And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall ; 
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And revell'J among men and things divine. 

And pour'd my spirit over Palestine, 

In bonour of the sacred war for Him, 

Tlie God wlio was on earth and is in heaven, 

For he has strength'd me in heart and limb. 

That through this snfferancc I might be forgiven, 

I have employ'd my penance to record 

How Salem's aiiriiie *as won, and how adored. 



But this is o'er — my pleasant task is done : — 

My long-sustaining friend of many years ! 

If I do blot thy final page with tears. 

Know, that my sorrows liave wrung from me nona. 

Hilt thou, mj young creation ! my soul's child I 

Which ever playing round me came aiid smiled. 

And woo'd me from myself with thy sweet sight. 

Thou too art gone — and so is my delight ; 

And therefore do I weep and inly bleed 

With tins last brnise upon a broken reed. 

Tliou too art euded — wiiat ia left me now ? 

For I have anguish yet to bear — and how ? 

I know not that — but in the innate force 

Of my own spirit shall lie found resource. 

I have not sunk, for I had no remorse. 

Nor cause for such ; they c«Il'd me mad — and why ? 

Oh Leonora I wilt not tiou reply ? ' 

I was indeed delirious iu my heart 

To lift my love so lofty as thou art ; 

Hut still my frenzy was not of the mind; 

' fin a letter ■rriKen lo his frieml Pdpiu QottngM, ibortlj aftcT h 
Tmho GrUiiiM — "Ah, irretched ma I I hwl ilHi^ed bi write, Uaidea tao ejuc 
|xi«iuii at man nubU argument, four tngndie^ of which I had romieil tint iilan . I luid 
■dieniBl, too, uiui/ wgrki in proip, on nil>)>c(a the moat laftT? and mist aiufiil ta 
huaaB lite ; I had duigaed In «iite ^hil«n|,h; with elDCiueaoe, in anch a aaoucr 
that then might RmaiD of mc ao elcnuU mmpcn]' in Iha worlJ. Alan ! 1 had tifnHei 
to dole mji ije with ^orjaod renown ; but now. opiireBHl by the l>urdea of ao aanj 
wlamitica, 1 ha>a Ion nerj pniapect of rrpalBtiiUi and of hoDDDr. The taa of pcr- 
palaal iupriionmnit iucmaea m; melancbulj ; the itulignitia whicb I aaOn ■ogtBinit 
it ; and thr iqual'ir of laj heard. mT hslr, tud habit, llw n<rdidiit» aoA ttllb, eneeol- 
iiiglj unn]r me. San am I, that if u» who id little ha* Hirrai)a>iHleil to m; attuh- 
numt— if abe nw ne in nub a lUte, ud in aueb affliHiou — abe would hara m 
nuBf uwiuu un tBe,"^(>ferr, L t., p. 387.) 



TEB LAMENT OF TASSO. 

I knew my fault, and feel my punishment 

Not less because I suffer it uubent. 

That thou wert beautiful, and I not blind, 

Hatli been the sin which shuts me from mankind; 

But let them go, or torture as they will. 

My heart can multiply tliine image still ; 

Successful love may sate itself away ; 

The wretched are the faithful ; ^tis their fate 

To have all feeling, save the one, decay. 

And every passion into one dilate, 

As rapid rivers into ocean pour ; 

But ours is fathomless, and tiatli no shore. 



Above me, hark ! the loDg and maniac cry 

Of minds and bodies in captivity. 

And hark ! the lash and the increasing bowl. 

And the half-inarticulate blasphemy ! 

There be some here with worse than frenzy foul. 

Some who do still goad on the o'er-labour'd mind^ 

And dim the little light that's left behind 

With needless torture, as their tyrant will 

Is wound up to the lust of doing ill :' 

With these and with their victims am I class'd, 

'Mid sounds and sights like these long years have paas'd ! 

'Mid sights and sounds bke these my life may close : 

So let it be — for then I shall repose. 



I have been patient, let me be so yet ; 

I had forgotten half I would forget. 

But it revives — Oh ! would it were my lot 

To be forgetful as I am forgot ! 

Feel I not wroth with those who bade me dwell 

In this vast lazar-house of many woes P 

Where laughter is not mirth, nor thought the mind. 

Nor words a language, nor ev'n men mankind ; 
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Where cries reply to curses, slirieks to blows, 

And each is tortured in his separate hell — 

For we are crowded in our solitudes — 

Many, but each div-ided by the wall, 

Which echoes Madness in her babbling moods; 

While all cati hear, none heed his neighbour's call — 

None I save that One, the veriest wretch of all, 

Who was not made to be the mate of titese. 

Nor bound between Distraction and Disease. 

Feel I not wroth with those who placed me here ? 

Who have debased me in the minds of men, 

Debarring me the usage of my own. 

Blighting mj life in beat of its career. 

Branding my thoughts as things to shun aiid feat ? 

Would I not pay them back these pangs again. 

And teach them inward Sorrow's stifled groan ? 

I'he struggle to be calm, and cold distress. 

Which undermines our Stoical success ? 

No ! — still too proud to be vindictive — I 

Have pardon'd princes' insults, and would die, 

Tes, Sister of my Sovereign ! for thy sake 

I weed all bitterness Irom out my breast. 

It hath no business where (Ao« art a guest; 

Thy brother hates — but I can not detest ; 

Thou pitiest not — but I can not forsake. 



Look on a love which knows not to despair, 
But all unquencii'd is still my better part. 
Dwelling deep in my shut and silent heart. 
As dwells the gathered lightning in its cloud, 
Encompasa'd with its dark and rolling shroud, 
Till struck,— forth flies tbe all-ethereal dart I 
And thus at the collision of thy name, 
The vivid thought still flashes through my frame. 
And for a moment all things as they were 
Flit by me ; they are gone— I am the same. 
And yet my love without ambition grew; 
I knew thjr state, my station, and I knew 
A Princess was no love-mate for a bard; 
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I told it not, I breathed it tiot, it was 
Sufficient to itself, its ovFii reward ; 
Aud if my eyes reveat'd it, they, alas t 
Were puiiiaii'd by the silentness of thine. 
And yet I did not venture to repine. 
Thou Wert to me a crystal-girded shrine, 
Worshipp'd at holy distance, and around 
Hallov'd and meekly kiss'd the saintly ground ; 
Not for thou wert a princess, but that Love 
Had robed thee with a glory, and array'd 
Thy lineament* in beauty that dismay' d — 
Oh 1 not dismay'd — but awed, like One above I 
Aud in that sweet severity there was 
A something which all softness did surpass; 
I know not how — thy genius master'd mine; 
My star stood still before thee : if it were 
t'resumptuous thus to love without design, 
Tiiat sad fatidity hath cost me dear ; 
But thou art dearest still, and I should be 
Fit for this cell, which wrongs me — but for (Aea. 
The very love which lock'd me to my chain 
Hath lighten'd half its weight ; and for the re^t. 
Though henvy, lent me vigour to sustain. 
And look to thee wit)i undivided breast, 
And foil the ingenuity of Pain, 



It is no marvel — from my very birth 
My soul was drunk with love, whicJi did petTsds 
And mingle with whate'er I saw on earth; 
Of objects aU inanimate I made 
Idols, and out of wild and lonely flowers. 
And rocks, wliereby they grew, a paradise. 
Where I did lay me down within the shade 
Of waving trees, and dream'd uncounted hours, 
Though I was chid for wandering ; and the wise 
Shook their white aged heads o'er me, and saiil. 
Of such materials wretched men were made, 
And such a truant boy would end in woe. 
And that the only lesson was a blow; 
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And then they smote me, and I did not weep. 
But cursed them in ray li«art, and to m; )iaiitit 
Betum'd and vept alone, and dream'd agoiti 
The visions which arise without a sleep. 
And with my year? my soul began to pant 
With feelings of titrange tamult and soft pain ; 
And the whole heart exhaled into One Want, 
But undefined and wandering, till the day 
1 found the thing I sought — and that was Ihee; 
And then I lost my being, all to be 
AbsorVd in thine; the world was past dwaj; 
TJtou didst annihilate the earth to me I 



I loved all Solitude, but little thought 
To spend 1 know not what of life, remote 
From all communion with existence, save 
The maniac and his tyrant ; had I been 
Their fellow, many years ere this had seen 
My mind like theirs corrupted lo its grave :* 
But who hath si-eii rae writhe, or heard me rave? 
Perchance in such a cell we suffer more 
Than the wreck'd sailor on the desert shore; 
The world is all before him — mine is Aere, 
Scarce twice ihe space they must accord my bier. 
What though ie perish, he may lift his eye. 
And with a dying glance upbraid the sky ; 
I will not raise my own iii such reproof. 
Although 'tis clouded by my dungeon roof. 



Yet do 1 feel at times my mind decline,* 
But with a sense of its decay : I see 

[" Uj miiid like than ulaptcd to ila gnve."— US.] 
* I" Nor do 1 LuDent," ante Tmk>. ■bortlj after UJi oonfinement, "Uat m; b«ut j 
U deluged with klmuM coQiUot mieeif, Uut mj bvnd ia duajs lieaTy, and aflM 

Kfnl, tbkl ni} dght abd bearing ait nuirh iminirsd. and that ail aj frame ii 
me ipare aiid meagre ; but. jiauuig all this with a ebgrt tigh, what I wuold 
bewail ia Ui> InEnnitx of at) mind. Hj mind Bleeps, not Ihiulu ; a} Fancy ii chJU, 
and (onni no piFtnm; m) negligent tenrvi will no iouger ftimiEh the itusgvaurUiiniii 
nij hand ia iluggiah in wriliog, and ni; pen Kpnii aa if it Bhrunk from the office. I 
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Unwonted lights along my prison shine. 
And a strange demon, who is vexing me 
With pilfering pranks and petty pains, below 
Tiie feeling of tiie healthful and tlie free ; 
But much to One, who long hath suffer'd so, 
Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place. 
And all that may be borne, or con debase. 
I thought mine enemies had been but Man, 
But Spirits may be leagued witli them ; all £anh 
Abandons, Heaven forgets me ; in the dearth 
^ a such defence the Powers of Evil can. 
It may be, tempt me further, — and prevail 
Against the outworn creature they assail, 
Why ill this furnace is my spirit proved. 
Like steel in tempering fire ? because I loved ? 
Because I loved what not to love, and see. 
Was more or less than mortal, and than me. 



I once was quick in feeling — that is o'er; 
My scars are callous, or I should have dash'd 
My brain against tlieae bars, as the sun flash'd 
In mockery through them : If I hear and bore 
Tlie much I hove recounted, and the more 
ITliich hath no words, — 'tis that I would not die 
And sanction with self-slaughter the dull lie 
Which snared me here, and with the brand of shame 
Stamp Madness deep into my memory. 
And woo Compassion to a blighted name. 
Seating the sentence which my foes proclaim. 
No — it shall be immortal ! and I make 
A future temple of my present cell. 
Which nations yet shall visit for my sake.' 
White thou, Ferrara ! when no longer dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shalt fall down. 
And crumbling piecemeal view thy heartbless halls. 



I"""-' |:s;"^sT-' 
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A poet's wreath shall be tliine only crown, — 

A poet's dmigeon thy most far renown. 

While strangers wonder o'er tliy unpeopled wiills ! 

And thou, Leonora ! thon. — who wert ashsmcd 

That such aa I could love — who blush'd to hear 

To leas than monarchs that thou eouldst be dear, 

Qo ! tell thy brother, that my heart, untamed 

By grief, years, weariness, — and it may be 

A taint of that he would impute to me — 

From long infection of a (len tike tiiis, 

"Where the mmd rots congenial with the abyss. 

Adores thee still ; and add — that when the toweri* 

And battlements which guard his joyous hours 

Of banquet, dance, and revel, are forgot. 

Or left untended in a dull repose, — 

This, this, shall be a consecrated spot ! 

But Tiou — when all that Birth and Beauty throws 

Of magic round thee ia e.tlinct — shall have 

One half the laurel which o'ershades my grave. 

No power in death can lenr our names apart. 

As none in life could reud thee from my heart. 

Yes, Leonora ! it shall be our falc 

To be entwined for ever — but too latel* 

* [Lord Brron'i " Lunent " ii u lulilime ud profoand ■ Ifhou in the na m tn ol 
the hnman Kill, u it U ■ prodat^on most elckqncnt, most pothcliF, moat tigDruius 
ind mnt eleritiag KiDoDg thp gifta of tlie Miue.— Biinou. Then ii ons puem— Ijia 
■' PriaoaDT of Chilluti "—in vhiFh Lord BjroD !iiu >ltii.4it wboll; Uid uida all nmem- 
brmM of the darker u>d Btemier punioiii ; in irhich tike tooe of hi* ipirit and hia 
Toior at noM ii fhaofnl. and whcm he who aeemed to care onlj for igimiei and n- 
manr, and dnpair, nod death, and iniBnit}, in all their moA a|>p*lling fbnni. ihowi 
that he baa a heart that can feed on the pnr««t ijupathiEt of our nature, ai>d dellTer 
itK'ir n|i to tb« aorrew^ the aidneaa. ijid the nwlaochulT of hnniblitr amli. Tlw 
"I-aniPiit" pom MM mocfa of the tandmcw and pathu of tbs " PrlKner." Lord 
ll)m<n hu not delivered himKlf unto asj one wild auj fevfal rision of thf impriaoned 
TuHi.— he hu not dared to allow biniMlf to rash ruraard with head] Dug paaaon into 
thit hoTTon of bia dongeDn, and to deBcribe, aa he eonld ffu^ij have done, the oonfliol 
ami aptny of hia Dltennoflt d?apair,^hat he ihowa oa the poel aitting in hia nil, and 
nnging there-— a low, tnelaDchol;. wailing l^raeDt, aometimei^ indeed, bordering on 
ettar wnicbedneM. bnt oflener partaking of a settled griej^ occaaiooailj aiibdned into 
niininifnl ren^natioii, cheered t^ delightfol remembiaocea, and eleratsd b; Iha ta^ 
Meal hc^ of an inuiotkl [aaia. — PaowMwa Wiuoi.J 



ODE ON VENICE. 



ODE ON VENICE. 



Oh, Venice ! Venice ! when thy marble waLs 

Are level with the waters, there sliall be 
A cry of nations o'er thy sunken haUs, 

A loud lament along the sweeping sea I 
If I, a nortliern wanderer, weep for thee. 
What should thy sons doP^any tiling but weep; 
And yet they only murmur in tlieir sleep. 
In contrast with their fathers — as the slime. 
The dull green ooze of the receding deep, 
Is with the dashing of tlie spring-tide foam 
That drives the sailor shipless to his home. 
Are they to those that were; and thus they creep. 
Crouching and crab-tike, through their sii]iping streels. 
Oh I agony — that centuries sliould reap 
No mellower harvest I Thirteen hundred years 
Of wealth and glory tum'd to dust and tears; 
And every monument the stranger meets. 
Church, palace, piilar, as a mourner greets ; 
And even the Lion all subdued appears. 
And the harsh sound of the barbarian drum. 
With dill! and daily dissonance, repeats 
The echo of thy tyrant's voice along 
The soft waves, once all musical to song. 
That heaved beneath the moonlight with the llirong 
Of gondolas — and to the busy hum 
Of cheerful creatures, whose mojf sinful deeds 




ODH ON TKKtua 

Were but Ihe overheating of tlie heart. 

And flow of too much happiness, which needs 

The aid of age to turn its course apart 

From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 

Of sweet sensatious, battling with the blood. 

But these are better than the gloomy errors, 

The needs of nations in their last decay. 

When Vice walks forth with her nnsoften'd terron, 

And Mirtli is madness, and but smiles to stay ; 

And Hope is nothing but a false delay. 

The sick man's lightning half an hour ere death. 

When Faintness, the Inst mortal birth of Pain, 

And apathy of limb, the dull beginning 

Of the cold staggering race which Death is winning. 

Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away ; 

Yet so relieving the o'er tortured day. 

To him appears rei^vrol of his bifalh. 

And freedom the mere numbness of his chain ; 

And then be talks of life, and bow again 

He feels his spirits soaring — albeit weak. 

And of the fresher air, which be wotdd seek ; 

And as he whispers knows not that he gasps. 

That his thin finger feels not what it clasps. 

And so the film comes o'er him, and tlie dizzy 

Cliamber swims round and round, and shadows busy. 

At which he vaiidy catches, flit and gleam. 

Till the last rattle chokes the strangled scream. 

And all is ice and blackness, — and tbe earth 

TItat which it was the moment ere our birth. 



There is no liojie for rmtions ! — Search the page 

Of many thousand years — the daily scene. 
The flow and ebb of each recurring age, 
The everlasting to be which kalk btm, 
Hath taught us nought, or little : still we lean 
On things that rot beneatli our weiglit, and wear 
Our strength away in wrestbng with the air: 
For 'tis our nature strikes us down : the beasts 
SInugiiter'd in hourly hecalonib« for k:\si» 



ODE ON VKNICB. 

Are of as liigli an order — they must go 

Even where their driver gonds them, though to slaughter. 

Ye men, who poiir your blood for kings as water. 

What have tliey given your children in return? 

A heritage of servitude and woes, 

A blindfold bondage, where your hire is blows. 

What ! do not yet the red-hot plough-shares bum, 

O'er which you stumble in a fijse ordeal. 

And deem this proof of royalty the real ; 

Kissing the hand that guides you to your scars. 

And glorying as you tread the glowing bars ? 

All that your sires have left yon, all that Time 

Bequeaths of free, and History oF sublime. 

Spring from a different theme ! Ye see and read. 

Admire and sigh, and then succumb and bleed ! 

Save the few spirits who, despite of all, 

And worse than all, the sudden crimes engender'd 

By the down-thundering of the prison-wall. 

And thirst to swallow the sweet waters tender'd, 

Gushing from Freedom's fountains, when the crowd, 

Madden'd with centuries of drought, are loud. 

And trample on each other lo obtain 

The cup which brings ohhvion of a chain 

Heavy and sore, in which long yoked they plough'd 

The sand, — or if there sprung the yellow grain, 

'Twas not for them, their necks were too much bow'd. 

And their dead palates chew'd the cud of pain ; 

Yes ! the few spirits, who, despite of deeds 

Which they abhor, confound not with the cause 

Those momentary starts from Nature's laws. 

Which, like the pestilence and earthquake, smile 

But for a term, then pass, and leave the earth 

With all ber seasons to repair the blight 

With a few summers, and again put forth 

Cities and generations — fair, when free — 

For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for thee ! 



Glory and Umpire ! once upon these towers 
With Freedom — godlike Triad ! how he sale. 



ODB ON VBNUX 

TTie leo^e of mightiest nations, in tliOBe liours 

When Venice waa an envy, raiglit abale, 

Uiit did not quench lier spirit ; in her fitte 

All were eriwrapp'd : the feasted monarchs knew 

And loved tlieir hostess,, nor could learn to half. 
Although they humbled — with the kingly few 
The many felt, for from all days and dimes 
Slie was the voyager's worship ; even her crimes 
Were of the softer order — born of Love, 
She drank no blood, nor futten'd on the dead, 
But gladdeu'd where her liarmleas conquests spread; 
For these restored the Cross, that from above 
Hallow'd her sheltering banners, which incessant 
Flew between earth and the unholy Crescent, 
Wiiicb, if it waned and dvindled. Earth may thank 
The city it lias clothed in chains, which clank 
Now, creaking in the ears of those who owe 
Tlie name of Freedom to lier glorious struggles ; 
Yet she but shares with them a common woe, 
And call'd the " kingdom " of a conquering foe. 
But knows what all — and, most of all, ve know — 
With what set gilded terms a tyrant juggles ! 



The name of Commonwealth is past and gone 

O'er the three fractions of the groaning globe; 
Venice is crush' d, and liuJland deigns to own 

A sceptre, and endures the purple robe ; 
If the free Switzer yet bestridi's alone 
His chainless mountains, 'tis but for a time, 
>'or tyranny of late is cunning grown. 
And in its own good season tramples down 
The sparkles of our ashes. One great clime. 
Whose vigorous offspring by dividing ocean 
Are kept apart and nursed in tiie devotion 
Of Freedom, whicli their fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath'd — a heritage of heart and hand, 
And proud distinction from each other hind. 
Whose sons must bow them at a monarch's motion. 
As if hi; senseless irrptrr were a waud 



ODE ON VESICE. 

Full of the magic of exploded science — 

Slill one great dime, in full and free Uetiiirice. 

Yet rears her crest, uiicouquer'il and sublime, 

Above the far Atlantic ! — She has taught 

Her Esau-bretlircn that the Laiightv flag. 

Tile floating fence of Albion'a feebler crag. 

May stiike to those who^e red right hands have bought 

Rights cheaply earn'd with blood. Slill, Btill, for ever. 

Better, though each man's life-blood were a river, 

That it should flow and overflow, than creep 

Tlirougli thousand laiy channels in our veins, 

Sainm'd like the dull canal v\l\\ locks and chains. 

And moving, as a sick man in his sleep. 

Three paces, and then faltering : better be 

Where the extinguish'd Spartans still are free, 

In their proud chaniel of Thermopjlte, 

Than stagnate in our marsh, — or o'er the deep 

Tly, and one current to tiie oceAii add. 

One spirit to the souls our fathers had, 

One freeman more, America, to tliee 1 



THE MORGANTE MAGGIOEE 



OP PULCI. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Morgaote Maggiore, of the first canto of wliicli this 
I translation is olFeredj divides witli the Orlando Innnmorato the 
I honour of having formed and suggested the stjle and story of 
Ariosto. The great defects of Boiardo were his treuling too 
aeriously the narratives of chivalry, and his harsh style. Arioslo, 
in his continuation, by a judicious mixture of the gaiety of Pulci, 
has avoided the one ; and Bemi, in his reformation of Boiardo's 
[ poem, has corrected the other. Pulci may be considered as the 
precursor and model of Bemi altogether, as he has partly been to 
Ariosto, however inferior to both his copyists. lie is no less the 
founder of a new style of poetry very lately sprung up in England. 
I allude to that of the ingenious Whistlecraft. The serious pocma 
on Honcesvalles in the same langunge, and more particularly the 
excellent one of Mr. Merivale, are to be (raced to the same source. 
• It lias never yet been decided entirely whether Pulci's intentioTi was 
or was not to deride tbe religion which is one of his favourite 
topics. It appears to me, that such an intention would have been 
no less hazardous to the poet than to the priest, particularly in 
that age and country; and the permission to publish the poem, and 
its reception among the classics of Italy, prove that it neither was 
oor is so interpreted. Tliat he intended to riilicule the monastic 
life, and suffered his imagination to play with the simple dulne^s of 
his converted giant, seems evident enough ; but surely it were as 
unjust to accuse him of irreligion on this account, as to denounce 
I Tielding for his Parson Adams, Barnabas, Thwackum, Supple, and 
I the Ordinary in Jonathan Wild, — or Scott, for the exquisite use 
I his Covenanters in the " Tales of my Lartdlord." 



I 

md ^m 



B8 AD\'ERTiaEMENT 

In the folioffing translation I liave used the liberty of the original 
with the proper names, as Puici uses Gao, Ganellou, or Gnnellone; 
Carlo, CarloHiagno, or Carlomano; Ronde), or Rondello, &c., as it 
suits his convenience; so has the translator. In other respects the 
version is faithful to the best of the tmiislator's ability in combining 
his interpretation of the one language with the not very easy task of 
reducing it to the same versification in the other. The reader, on 
comparing it with the original, is requested to remember that the i 
antiquated language of Pulci, however pare, is not easy to the | 
goaerality of Italians themselves, from its great mixture of Tuscan 
proverbs; and he may therefore be more indulgent to the present 
attempt. How far the translator has succeeded, and whether or no 
he shall continue tlie work, are questions which the pubhc viU 
decide. He was induced to make the experiment partly by his love 
for, and partial intercourse with, the Italian language, of which it is 
80 easy to acquire a slight knowledge, and with wliich it is so nearly 
impossible for a foreigner to become accurately conversant. The 
Italian language is like a capricious beauty, who accorils her smiles 
to all, her favours to few, and sometimes least to those who have 
courted her longest. The translntor wished also tfl preseut in an 
Knglish dress a part at least of a poem never yet rendered into a 
northern language ; at the same time that it has been the original of 
some of the most celebrated productions on tlii.s side of tlie Alps, as 
well of those recent experiments in poetry in Englaud whicU have 
been already mcJilioued, 




I 
I 



Th( trtuoIikUon of the t«dioiu Horguite of Fnld su ehiaflj exoea W it Itarei 
in ISSO, uid wu Snt pobtlshed in " The Lib«ral." Sash ma the cure bastowed by 
Lord Bjron npun the tank, tfaut he odIj KCComplUhed t»o Btuiiai a night, which wna 
hia priudpa] time fur coDipositioD, and ench ww his opinion of hie Buecess, that he 
alwiyi maintainpd that there wiu no imch truulation in the English luiguage, and 
ch another. He apjieara to have thought that iti 
rum pro nrbo cloBenesa of the Teraion, rendered duably di^cnlt bj tbti 
r of the poom, which, beaidee being hnmorooB, ig (nil of Tnlgar Flop 
idioma, abinpt tnaaitiona, ongiammatical eoaBtracUong, and seoteutioni obacnritf. 
Thus the tnuulaUon van an exercine uf ekill Iji the art, and can onj; be eatimated bj 
DontiniKHii referenao to the original Italian, where the Eiigendea, moraoTer, of rhyme, 
ate Eu- len felt tLan in Englifh, and wliich Pulci often aabiafied by yielding buim np 
In Hiiuid. The immenaa labour of maateriag these accomulated abatacles eiptaini 
Lunl Bji\>n'B OT«r-estima(e of the piece. "Why," he says to Ur. Umray, in 1821, 
"don't yon publish my Pulci, — the beat thing I ever wrote ?" Bnt, unless forced np 
from ila nalnral level, it is inipi>8aible for a strBaoi to rise higher than its sonroe, and 
the transhitioD, from its very fidelity, was aa mneh below "Childe Harold" and 
"Don Juan" u Pulci was an inferior poet to Lord Byron. The firat edition of th« 
original Uurgant« was published at Venice in liSl. The chanetera are derived from 
some chivalrous romances of the thirteenth centnry. A. question inueli moated ia 
whether Pnlci designed a burlesque, or a Mrions poem — Cgo Foecolo maintsining that 
the sir of ridicule arose from the contrast between the abenrdiCy of tie materials and 
the effort of the author to render them sublime ; while gismondi contends that the 
belief in the marTelloni being mush diminishol, the adventoies which formally were 
hrkrd with gtnvity could not be reprodaeed vithout a iniilnre of moekery. Hallam 
agrees with the latter, and thinks that Pulci meant to scoff at the heroes whom dnller 
poets held up tn admiration. If ha really intended to ennoble his subject ha was at 
least unsuoceaafnl, and had atronga ideas of digulty. There has been equal difference 
of opinion upon the parts of the poem which touch on religion. UgoPosoolo considen 
Pulci a devout Catholic who hiughed at p&rUcnlar dogmas and divines ; Siamondi 
donhta whether to charge him with gross bigotry ur pro&ne derision ; and Haltaui 
thinka that, under pretence uf ridiculing the intermixture of theology with romance, 
be had an intention of exposing religion to oontempt. Whatever might have been hia 
theoretieU creed, he shows by his njode of treating sacred toptca that be was entirely 
destitute of revereoca. Ldrd Byron was asked to allow some luppreaaiDns, to which 
he responded, that Puld mnit answer for lus own impiety- 





IL MORGANTE MAGGIORE. 



CANTO PRIMO. 



Im prindpio era il Verbo appresso a Dio; 
Ed era Iddio U Verbo, e '1 Verbo lui : 
Questo era nel principio, al parer mio; 
£ nulla si puo far saiiza costui : 
Perb, giusto Sigiior benigno e piu, 
Mandami solo un de gii angcli tui, 
Che m'accompagiu, e recliimi a tneinuria 
Una famosa antica e degna atoria. 



E tu Vcrgine, figlia, e maclre, e sposa 
Di quel SignoT, che ti dette le chiuvc 
Del cielo e dell' ubisso, e d' ogni eosn, 
Quel dl che Gabriel tuo ti disse Ave ! 
Perche tu se' de' tuo' servi pictoaa. 
Con dolce rime, e atil grato e sonve, 
Ajuta i versi miei beiiigiiamente, 
E'nfino al fine alluDiina la iiieat«. 



Era nel tempo, ijuando Filomena 
Con la sorelia si lamenta e plorHf 
Che si ricorda di sua antica pinia, 
E pc* buachetti le ninfe innamora, 
E Febo il carro temperato mens, 
Che '1 suo Ketonte ramiuae^tra aricti 
Ed apparivn appunto a)!' orizzontc, 
Tal che 'llton ai grafiiava la fronte. 



THE MORGANTE MAaGIORE. 



OASTO THE FIRST. 



In the beginning was tlie Word next God ; 

God was tlie Word, the Word no less was he: 
This ivaa in the beginning, to mj mode 

Of tliinting, and witliout him nought could be: 
Therefore, just Lord ! from out thy high abode. 

Benign and pious, bid an angel flee. 
One only, to be my companion, who 
Shall help my faoioua, worthy, old song through. 



And thou, oh Virgin I daughter, mother, bride. 
Of the same Lord, who gave to you each ley 

Of heaven, and hell, and every thing beside, 
Tlie day thy Gabriel said " All hail !" to thee. 

Since to thy servants pity's ne'er denied, 

Witli flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and free. 

Be to my verses then benignly kind. 

And to the end illuminate my mind. 



Twos in the aeason when sad Philomel 
Weeps with her sister, who remembers and 

Deplores the ancient woea which both befel. 

And makes the nymphs enamour'd, to the hand 

Of Phaeton by Phcebus loved so well 

His car (but teuipe/d by his site's command) 

Was given, aud on the horizon's verge juat now 

Appear'd, so that Tithonua scratch'd his brow : 



MORQANTB UAGQIOKE. 



Quand'io varai la mia barchetta, prima 
Per ubbidir clii Bempre ubbidir debbe 
La meiite, e faticarsi in prosa e iu rima, 
E de! mio Carlo Imperador m'inerebbe; 
Che so quanti la penna ha posto iti cima, 
Che tutti la sua gloria prevarrebbe : 
E stata quelia istoria, a quel ch'i' veggio, 
Di Carlo male intesa, c scrilta peggio. 



Diceva gii Lionardo Aretino, 

Che s' egli avesse avuto scrittor degno. 
Com' egli ebbe un Ormnnno il auo Pipino 
Ch' avesse diligenzia avuto e ingcgno; 
Sarebbe Carlo Magno un uom divino; 
Perb ch* egli ebbe gran vittorie e regno, 
E fece per la chiesa e per la fede 
Certo assai piil, che nou si dice o crede. 



Guardisi ancora a san Liberatore 
Quelia badia lb. presso a Manoppello, 
Gii^ ne gll Abbruzzi fatta per suo oiiore. 
Dove fu la battaglia e 'i gran flaggello 
lyun re pagan, che Carlo imperadore 
Uccise, e tanto del sua popol fello : 
E vedeai tante oasa, e tanto il sauno, 
Che tutte in GiusafR |)oi si vedraimo. 



Ma il mondo cieco e iguorante nou prezsa 
Le sue virtu, com'io vorrei vcdere : 
E tu, Pioreuza, de la sua grandezza 
Possiedi, e sempre potrai possedere 
Ogiii costume ed ogni ge)ililezza 
Clie si poti'sse aqnisture o avere 
Col senno col tesuro o con la Inncia 
Ual nobil sangue c vcriuto di rnincia. 






MOBQANTE 1U.CKII0KE. 



TVlien I prepared my bark first to obey, 
As it should still obey, tlie helm, my mind. 

And carry prose or rhyme, and this my lay 
Of Charles the Emperor, whom jou will find 

By several pens already praised ; but they 
"Who to diffuse his glory wt-re inclined. 

For all that I can see in prose or verse. 

Have understood Charles badly, and wrote worse. 



Leonardo Aretino said already. 

That if, like Pepin, Charles had had a writer 
Of genius quick, and diligently steady, 

Ko hero would in history look brighter; 
He in the cabinet being always ready. 

And in the field a most victorious fighter. 
Who for the church and Cliristian faith bad wrougl 
Certes, for more than yet is said or thought. 



Yoa still may see at St. Liberatore, 
The abbey, no great way from Manopell, 

Erected in the Abruzzi to his glory. 
Because of the great battle in which fell 

A pagan king, according to the story, 

And felon people whom Charles sent to hellj 

And there are bones so many, and so many, 

Wear them Giusaffa's would seem few, if any. 



But the world, blind and ignorant, don't prize 
His virtues as I wish to see them ; tliou, 

ilnrenee, by his great bounty don't arise. 
And haat, and may have, if thou wilt allow. 

All proper customs and true courtesies: 

Whatc'er tliou hast acquired from then till now, 

"Witt knightly courage, treasure, or the lance, 

Ib sprung from out the noble blood of France. 



MORQAKTE HAOQIORB. 



Dodici palailiTii aveva in corte 

Cftrlo; e'l [hH savio e famoso era Orlando; 
Gan traditor lo condusse a la morte 
In Roncisvalle un trattato ordinando ; 
La dove in corno soiill taiito forte 
Dopo la dolorosa rolta, quando 
Ne la sua commeJia Dante qui dice, 
E mettelo cou Carlo in ciel felice. 



Era per Pasqua quella d\ natale : 
Carlo la corte avca tutta in Parigi ; 
Orlando, com' io dico, il principale 
Evvi, ii Danese, Astolfo, e Ansuigi : 
Fannosi feste e cose trionfale, 
E molto celebravan San Dionigi; 
Angiolin di Bajona, ed Ulivieri 
Vera venuto, e '1 gentil Berlinghi^. 



Eravi Avolio, ed Avino, ed Ottone 
Di Normandfa, Kiccardo Paladino, 
E '1 savio Namo, e'l veccliio Salamoue, 
Guaitier da Monlionc, e Baldovino 
Ch' era figliuol del tristo Ganellone. 
Troppo lieto era il figliuol di Pipiao; 
l^nto che spesso d' allegrezza geme 
Ve^endo tutti i paladini inaieme. 



Ma la Fortuna attenta sta nascosa, 

Per guaatar sempre ciascun nostro effetto; 
Mentre cho Carlo cosl si riposa, 
Orlando governsTa in fatto e in detto 
La corte e Carlo Magno ed ogni cosa : 
Oau per invidia scoppia il maladclto, 
E cominciava un dl con Carlo a dire : 
Abbiam noi sempre Orlando ad ubbidirc ? 



MOEQANTK MAQOIOEK. 



Twelve paladins had Charles in court, of whom 
The wisest aud most famoua waa Orlando; 

Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb 
In Roucesvallea, as the villain plaiin'd too. 

While the horn rang so loud, and kuell'd tlic doom 
Of their sud rout, thongh he did all knight can do : 

And Daul£ in his comedy has given 

To him a happy seat with Charles in heaven. 



Twas Christmas-day; in Paris all his court 
Charles held; the chief, I say, Orlando was, 

The Dane; Astolfo there too did resort. 
Also Aiisuigi, the gay time to pass 

In festival and in triumphal sport, 

The much-renown'd St. Dennis being the cause; 

Angiolin of Bayoune, and Oliver, 

And gentle Behnghieri too came there : 



Avoho, and Arino, and Othone 

Of Normandy, and Eichard Paladin, 

Wise Hamo, and the ancient Sakmone, 
Walter of Lion's Mount and Baldoviu, 

Who was the son of tJie sad Ganellone, 
Were there, ei citing too much gladness in 

The son of Pepin : — when his knights came liitber. 

He groan'd with joy to see them altogether. 



But watchful Fortune, lurking, takes good heed 
Ever some bar 'gainst our intents to bring. 

While Ciiarles n?jjosed him thus, in word and deed, 
Orlando ruled court, Oiarles, and every thing; 

Curst Gan, with eni-j bursting, had such need 
To vent his spite, that thus with Charles the king 

One day he openly began to say, 

" Orlando must we always then obey ? 



HOEGANTE HAm^rtlRK. 



lo lio cre-duto mille volte dirli . 

Orlando ha in »e troppa preaunzioTie : 
Noi aiam qui coriti, re, duclii ft servirti, 
E Namo, Ottoiie, Uggieri e Salamone, 
Per onorarti ngtiun, per ubbidirti : 
Che coatui abbi ogni rcputazione 
Not sofferrem ; ma sium deliberati 
Da un fanciullo non esser govemati. 



Ta cominciasti insino in A-spramonte 
A dargli a intender che fusse gagliardo, 
E facesse gran coae a quella foate; 
Ma se non fussc stato il buon Ghcrardo, 
lo so che la vittoria era d' Almonte : 
Ma egli ebbe sempre I'occhio a lo stendardo ; 
Clie si voleva quel d\ coronarlo : 
Questo h cului cli' ha mcritato, Carlo. 



Se ti ricorda gift sendo in Guascogna, 
Quando c* vi venne la ge.nte di Spagna, 
II popol de' Crisliani avea vcrgogiia, 
Se non moatrava la sua forza magna. 
II ver convien pur dir, quando e' bi'^ogna : 
Sappi ch' ognuno itnpemdor si lagna: 
Quant' io per me, ripassero que' monti 
Cli' io passai 'n qua con scssantaduo COntL 



La lua grniidezza dispensnr ^i vuole, 
K far che ciascun abbi la sua parte : 
La curte tutta quanta se ne duole: 
Tu credi che costui sia forse MarU;? 
Orlando un giorno udl queste parole, 
Che si sedeva »olctto in disparte : 
])isi)iacquegli di Gan quel ciie diceva; 
Ma molto piii die Carlo gli credeva. 



HOBBAKTE MAOGIORE. 



" A thousafld times I've been about to say, 

Orlando too presumptuouslj' goes on 
Here are wp, counts, kings, dukes, to own tby away, 

Hamo, and Otho, Ogier, Solomon, 
Each have to honour thee and to obey; 

But he has too much credit near the throne, 
Which we won't suffer, but are quite decided 
By such a boy to be no longer guided. 



" And even at Aspramont thou didst begin 
To let him know he was a gallant knight. 

And by the fount did much the day to win ; 
But I know who that day had won the fight 

If it had not for good Gherardo been ; 
The victory was Almonte's else; Ida sight 

He kept upon the standard^ aud the laurels 

In fact and fairness are his earning, Charles. 



" If thou rememberest being in Gascony, 

When there advanced the nations out of Spain, 

The Christian cause had sufi'er'd shamefully, 
Had not liis valour driven them back again. 

Best speak the truth when there's a reason w!iy : 
Know then, oh Emperor ! that all complain : 

As for myself, I shall repass the mounts 

O'er which I croas'd with two and sixty counts. 



" 'Tia fit thy grandeur should dispense relief. 
So that each here may have his proper part. 

For the whole court is more or less in grief ; 

Perhaps tliou deem'st this lad a Mars in heart ? " 

Orlando one day heard tliis speech in brief. 
As by lumsclf it chanced he sate apart : 

Displeased he was with Gao because lie said it. 

But much more still that Charles should i:ive him credit. 



MOEGANTE MAQaiOKB. 



E voile con la spado uccider Gano ; 
Ma Ulivieri in quel mezzu ei mise, 
£ Durlindaua gli traase di mano, 
E cosi il me' clie seppe gli divise, 
Orlando si sdegnb con Carlo Mauo, 
E poco men che quivi don 1' uccise; 
E diportissi di Parigi solo, 
E scoppiu e 'mpazza di sdegno e di duoloi 



Ad Ermellina moglie del Danesc 
Tolae Cortana, e poi tolae Rondello; 
E 'n verso Braca il suo cammin poi presc. 
Alda la bcUa, come vide quell o. 
Per abbmcctario le braccia distese. 
Orlando, cbe ismarrito avea il cervello. 
Com' ella disse : hea veiiga il mio Oilandu ; 
Gli voile in su la testa dar col brando. 



Come colui clie la furia constglia, 
Egli pareva a Gan dar verameate : 
Alda la bella si fe' maravigUa : 
Orlando ri ravvide prestamente : 
£ la sua sposa pigliava la briglia, 
E scese dal caval subitamente : 
Ed ogni cosa tiarrava a costei, 
E riposoBsi alcuii gionio cod lei. 



Poi si parti potLato dal furore, 
E tfrminb paasaro in Pagaoia; 
E mentre cjjie cavalca, il traditore 
Di Gan sompre ricotda per la via : 
E cavalcando d'uno in altro errore, 
lu on deserto truovs una budfa 
In luogbi OAciiri e jiul-H lontatii, 
Cb 'era a' contiri' Ira Crisliaiii e pagani. 



HOSOANTB MA.QOIORE. 



And with the aword he would have raurder'd Gan, 
But Oliver thrust in between the pair, 

And from his hand estracted Duiliudan, 
And thus at length they separated were, 

Oriaado angry too with Carloman, 

Wanted but little to have slain him there; 

Then forth alone from Paris went the chief. 

And burst and madden'd witii disdain and grief. 



From Ermellina, consort of the Dane, 
He took Cortanct, and then took Rondell, 

And on towards Brara priclf'd him o'er tlie plain; 
And when she saw him comiiii;, Aldabelle 

Stretch'd forth her arms to clasp her lord again : 
Orlando, in whose brain all was not well. 

As "Welcome, my Orlando, home," she said, 

Raised up his sword to smite her on the head. 



Like him a fury counsels ; his revenge 
On Gan in that rash act he secm'd to take, 

Which Aldabdla thought extremely strange ; 
But soon Orlando found iiimself awake ; 

And his spouse took his bridle on tliis cliaiige. 
And he dismounted froni his horse, and spake 

Of every thing which psss'd without demur. 

And then reposed himself some days with hei. 



TUtea full of wrath departed from the place, 
As far as pagan countries roam'd astray. 

And while he rode, yet still at every pace 
The traitor Gan remember'd by the way j 

And wandering on in error a long space. 
An abbey which in a lone desert lay, 

'Midst glens obscure, and distant lands, he found, 

Wtiich form'd the Christian's and the pagan's bound. 



MnRGARTE HAGOIOBK. 



L'abate si chiamava Chiararaonte, 
Era del sangue disccso d'Anglante : 
Hi popra a la badia V era un gran monte. 
Dove abituva alcuu fiero gigante, 
He' quali uno avea nome Passamonte, 
L' altro Alabastro, e '1 terzo era Morgante : 
Con certe frombe gittavan da alto, 
Ed ogni di facevan qualche assalto. 



I monacbetti non potieno usnie 

Del nioiiistero o per legne o per acqne: 
Orlando piccliia, e non volieno aprire, 
Fin che a 1' abate a la fine pur piacque; 
Eutrato drento cominciava a dire. 
Come cotui, die di Maria gia uaeque 
Adora, ed era Cristian battezzato, 
E com' egli era a la badia anivato. 



Disse 1' abate : il ben Teimto sia : 
J)i quel ell' io lio volentier ti daremo, 
Poi che tu credi al figtiuol di Maria; 
E la cagion, cavalier, ti diremo, 
Acc'ih che non 1' iin|iuti a villania, 
Porchf a 1' entrar resistenza facemo, 
E not! ti voile aprir quel moiiachetto : 
Cosi iiitervien cbi vive con aospetto. 



Qnando ci vcnnj nl principio abilarc 
Uueste niontflgne, bcnelie aieno oscurc 
Come tu vedi ; pur ni potea stare 
Stiiza soi-iietto, ch' ell' erun sicure : 
Sol da le fiero t' avcvi a guardare; 
Fcrnoci sipcsoo di bruttc paure ; 
Or ci bisugnn, ne vnglinmo nlnrd. 
Da le bcfilic dimcstichr guardarci. 



UORQANTE mSQIORK. 



The abbot was catl'd Clermontj and by blood 
Descended from Angrante: undercover 

Of a great mountain's brow the abbey stood, 
But certain savage giants look'd him otgf; 

One Paasamont was foremost of the brood, 
Aud Alabaster and Morgante hover 

Second and third, with certain slings, and throT 

In daily jeopardy the place below. 



The monks could pass the convent gate no more, 
Kor leave their cells for water or for wood; 

Orlando knock'd, but none would ope, before 
Unto the prior it at length seem'd good ; 

Enttr'd, he said that he was taught to adore 
Him who was born of Mary's hohest blood. 

And was baptized a Christian ; and then show'd 

How to the abbey he had fouiid ids road. 



Said the abbot, "You are welcome; what is mine 
We give you freely, since that you believe 

"With us in Mary Mother's son divine; 
And that you may not, cavalier, conceive 

The cause of our delay to let you in 
To be rusticity, you shall receive 

The reason why our gate was barr'd to you : 

Thus those who in suspicion live must do. 



" When hither to inhabit first we came 
These mountains, albeit that they are obscure, 

As you perceive, yet without fear or blame 
They seem'd to promise an asylum sure : 

Prom savage brutes alone, too fierce to tame, 
'Twas fit our quiet dwelliug to secure; 

But now, if here we'd stay, we needs must guard 

Against domestic beasts with watch and ward. 



HORQAN'TB MAQOIOKB. 



Queatc ci fan piutlosto stare a segno 
Sonci appariti tre fieri giganti, 
Noil 80 di quel jiaese o di qual regno. 
Ma molto eon feroci tutti quunti : 
La foKa e'l malvolcr giunt'a io 'ngegno 
Sui che pu&'l tutto; e noi non Biam hnstand; 
Questi perturban si 1' orazion nostra, 
Che non so piii che far, s' altri nol mostra, 



Gli antichi padri nostri iiel deserto, 
Se le lor opre sante erano e giuste, 
Del ben servir da Dio ii'uvean buon merto; 

Ne creder sol vivessin di locustc : 
Piovea dal ciel la manna, queato k certo ; 
Ma qui convieii che spesso assoggi e gu3t« 
Sassi che piovon dt sopra (|uel monte, 
Che gettaiio Alabastro e Fassamoiite. 



E'l teno ch' h Morgaiite, aasai piu fiero, 
Isveglie e pini e faggi e cerri e gli oppi, 
E gettagli infin qui: questo fe pur vero; 
Non posso far che d' ira non iacoppi. 
Mi-iitre che parlau cosl in cimitero, 
Un sasso par die Rondel quasi sgroppi ; 
Che da' giganti giii veiine da alto 
'I'anto, ch' e' prese sotto il tetto un salto. 



Tirati dreulo, cavalier, jjer Dio, 
Disse 1' abat«, che la manna casca. 
Risponde Orlando : caro abate mio. 
Cestui nou \-uol cbc '1 mio caval piii pasca : 
Vcggo clio Io giiarrcltbc del restio : 
Quel sasso par che di buon faraccio nasca. 
Kidpose il sniito pailre : io non t' iiigoiino. 
Credo che '1 inonlc un giorrm gilli-niniio. 



MOHGASTE aAQUIORH. 



"These make us stand, in fact, upon tlie walcli ; 

For late there have appear'd three giants rough. 
What natiou or what kijigdom hore the batch 

I know not, but they are all of savage stuff; 
When force and malice with some genius matcn. 

You know, they can do all — w« are not enough ; 
And these so much our orisons derange, 
I know not what to do, till matters change. 



"Our ancient fathers living the desert in, 

For just and holy worka were duly fed ; i 

Think not they lived oti locusts sole, 'tis certain 
That manna waa raiii'd down from heaven instead ; 

But here 'lis fit we keep on the alert in 

Our bounds, or taste the stones shower'd down for bread. 

From off yon mountain daily raining faster. 

And flung by Pasaamont and Alabaster. 



" The third, Morgante, 'a aavagest by far ; he 
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplar-trees, and oaka, 

And flings them, our cominuuity to bury ; 
And all that I can do but more provokes." 

While thus they parley in the cemetery, 
A stone from one of their gigantic strokes. 

Which nearly crush'd Rondell, came tumbling over, 

So that he took a long leap under cover. 



" For God-sake, cavalier, come in with speed ; 

The manna's falling now," the abbot cried. 
"This fellow does not wish ray horse should feed. 

Dear abbot," Eoland unto him replied. 
"Of restiveness he'd cure him had lie need ; 

That atone seems with good will and aim applied." 
The holy father said, "I don't deceive; 
'I'hey'll one day fling the mountain, I believe." 




ilOKQAN'TB MAGi]IORE. 



Orbndo governar fece Rondello, 
E ordiriar per ae da colazione : 
Pai disse : abate, io voglio andarc a qorilo 
Che dett« al mio caval con quel cautone. 
Sisse t' abate : come car fratello 
Consiglierotti sanzs passione ? 
Io ti scoiiforto, baron, di tal ^ta; 
Ch' io BO che tu vi lasoerai U vitt. 



Quel Passamonte porta in man trc dardi ; 
Chi frombe, chi biston, chi mazzafrusti ; 
Sai che giganti piik di noi gngliardi 
Son per ragioii, che son anco piit giusti ; 
E pur se vuoi andar fa che ti guanli, 
Che qnesti son villan molto e robusti. 
Bispose Orlando : io Io vedrb per certo ; 
Ed avviossi a pie su pel deserto. 



Disse 1' abate col segnarlo in froiite : 
Va, clic da Dio e me sia beueiictto. 
Orlando, poi che salito ebbe il monte. 
Si dirizztt, come 1' abate detto 
GU avea, dove sta quel Passamonte; 
II quale Orlando veggendo soktto, 
Moito la squadra di drieto b davante ; 
Poi domandb, se star volea per fcnte ? 



E' promettevB di farlo godere. 
Orlando disse : pazzo Saracino, 
Io vengo a t«, com' h di Dio volere, 
Per darli morte, e non per ragaziiino; 
A' monoci suoi fatto hai diiipiacere; 
Non pu& pift oomporlarti can mustino. 
Questo gigante armar si corse a furia, 
Quando sent'i cli' e' gli diccva iiigiuria, 



MORGANTH MAOQIuRE. 



Orlaudo bade tliem take care of Roiideilo, 
And also made a breakfast of liis own ; 

"Abbot," he said, "I waut lo find that fellow 
Who flung at my good horse yon corner-stone." 

Said tlie abbot, "Let not my advice seem shallow; 
As to a brother dear I speak alone ; 

I would dissuade you, baron, from this strife, 

As knowing sure that you will lose your life. 



"That Passamont has in his hand three darts — 

Such shngs, clubs, baliast-stones, that yield you most: 

You know that giants liave much stouter hearta 
Than us, with reason, in proportion just : 

If go you will, guard well against tlieir arts. 
For these are very barbarous and robust." 

Orlando answered, " This I'll see, be sure, 

And walk tlie wild on foot to be secure." 



The abbot sign'd the great cross on his front, 
" Then go you with God's beriisoa aud mine :" 

Orlando, after he had scaled the mount. 
As the abbot had directed, kept the line 

Bight to the usual haunt of Passamont ; 
Who, seeing him alone in this design, 

Survey'd him fore and aft with eyes observant. 

Then ask'tt him, " If he wish'd to stay as servant P** 



And promised him an office of great ease. 

But said Orlando, " Saracen insane ! 
I come to kill you, if it shall so please 

God, not to serve as footboy in your train ) 
Tou with his monks so oft have broke the peace — 

Vile dog! 'tis past bis patience to sustain." 
The giant ran to fetch his arms, quite furious. 
When he received an answer so injurious. 




lIORIii.VTE MAOGIORK. 



E ritoruato ove aspctUva Orlando, 
II qual non s'era partito da bomba; 
Sub i to venne la corila girando, 
£ lascia un sasso andar fuor de la Frotuba, 
Che in sn la testa giugnea rototaiido 
Al conte Orlando, e 1' elmetlo rioibombaj 
E' cadde per la pena tramortito ; 
Ma piil che motto par, tanto ^ stordito. 



Pa?samonte pens?) die fusse morto, 

E disac : io voglio aiidarmi a di^iarmare : 
Questo poltroii per chi lu' avevn scorlo ? 
Ma Cristo i suoi non suole abbandonare, 
Massimo Orlando, ch' ejjii arebbe Jl torio. 
Mentre il gigante I' anne va a spogliaru, 
Orlando in qnesto tempo si riseiite, 
E rivocava e la forza e la meute. 



E gridft forte : gigantc, ove vai ? 

Ben ti pensasti d' avermi animaz<;ato ! 
Volgiti a drieto, che, a' ale uon hui, 
^on puoi da mc fuggir, can niiriegato : 
A tradimenlo ingiuriato m' hai, 
Donde il gigante allor maravigliato 
8i volse a drteto, e riteneva il passo ; 
Foi si chiub per tor di terra uu sasso. 



Orlando avca Cortana ignuda in laano ; 
Trasse a la tet>ta : e Cortana LagUava : 
Per mezzo il tescliio parti del pagano, 
E PaMainontfl morto rovinava : 
£ nel cadere il superbo e villano 
Divolamente Macoii beateinniiava ; 
Ma mentre che bi^atemmia il crudo e ocerbo, 
Oilarido nngraziava il Padre e '1 Yerbo. 




MOROANTE MAQQIOUB. 



And being retuni'd to where Orlando stood. 

Who had not moved him from the spot, and swinging 

The cord, he hurl'd a stone with strength bo rnde. 
As show'd a sample of his skill iu slinging; 

It rotl'd on Count Orlando's helmet good 

And head, and set both head and helmet tinging, 

So that he swooii'd with pain as if he died. 

But more than dead, he seem'd so stupified. 



Then Passamont, who thought him slain outright. 
Said, " ] will go, and while he lies along, 

Disarm me: why such craven did I fight?" 
But Christ his servants ne'er abandons long. 

Especially Orlando, such a knight. 
As to desert would almost be a wrong. 

Wliile the giant goes to put off hia defences, 

Orlaudo has recall'd his force and senses; 



And loud he shouted, " Giant, where dost go ? 

Thou thonghf at me doubtless for the bier outlaid ; 
To the riglit about — without wings thou'rt too slow 

To flj my vengeance — currish renegade ? 
'Twas but by treachery thou laid'at me low." 

nie giant hia astonishment betray'd, 
And turn'd about, and stopp'd his journey on. 
And then he stoop'd to pick up a great stone. 



Orlando had Cortana bare in hand ; 

To split the hpad in twain was what he schemed 
Corlana clave the skuU like a true brand. 

And pagan Passamont died unredeem'd, 
Yet harsh and haughty, as he lay he bann'd. 

And most devoutly Macon still blasphemed ; 
Bui while his crude, rude blasphemies lie heard, 
Oriiindo thank'd the Father and the Word, — 




UOKOAItTB lUGOIOBE. 



Dicenclo : quanto grazia oggi m' ba dais ! 
Sempre ti aono, o stgnor mio, tenuto ; 
Per te conosco la vita »dvata j 
Per6 che dal gigaiite era abbattato : 
Ogni cosa a ragion fai misurata; 
Kon val nostra poter saoza il tuo ajiito. 
Priegotij sopra me l«nga la mano, 
Tanto che ancor ritoml a Carlo Alano, 



toi ch' ebbe questo detlo sen' aiidiW, 
Tanto che tronva Alabaatro pid basso 
Clie si sforzavB, quando e' lo tfov6i', 
Di sveglier d' una ripa'fuori nn maaso. 
Orlando, com' e' giunae a quel, gridoe : 
Che pensi tn, ghiotton, gitlar quel sa^ui 
Qiiando Alabaatro questo grido intciuir, 
Subitamente la sua fromba prende. 



£' traese d' ana pietra molto grossa, 
Tanto ch' Orlando bisognfi scliermisso ■ 
Clie sc r avessc giunto la percossa, 
Non biaogiiBVB it medico venisse. 
Orlando adoperb poi la sua possa ; 
Nel petttgnon tutta la apada mtaae ; 
E morto cadde questo babalone, 
£ non dimenticb perb Macone. 



Uorgante aveva al $uo modo un palagio 
Falto di frasehe e di ftchegge e di tern; 
Quivi, aecondo lui, si poaa ad agio; 
Qiiivi In notte si rinchiudc e aerra. 
Orlando piccliia, e daragll disagio, 
Perch^ il gigante dal iionno ai aferra ; 
Vennegli aprir come nnn mm mattn ; 
Ch' iin' napra viaionc avcvii fnita. 





HORO&NTE JIAOOIOKB. 



Saying, "Wlint grace to me thoa'st this day given) 
And I to tliee, Lord ! am ever bound. 

I know my life was saved by thee from lieaven, 
Since by tlie giant I was fairly down'd. 

All tilings by thee are measured just and even; 

Our power without thine aid would nought be found ; 

I pray thee take heed of mCj till I can 

At least return once more to Carlo man." 



And having said thus muchj he went his waj^ 

And Alabaster he found out below. 
Doing the very best that in him lay 

To root from out a bank a rock or two. 
Orlando, wlieo he reach'd him, loud 'gaii aay, 

"How think'st thou, glutton, such a stone to throwP" 
Wheu Alabaster heard his deep voice ring, 
He suddenly betook him to his sling, 



And hurl'd a fragment of a sizp so large. 
That if it had in fact fuldll'd its mission. 

And Roland not avail'd him of his targe. 

There would have been no need of a physician. 

Orlando set himself iu turn to charge, 
And in his bulky bosom made incision 

With all his sword. The lout fell; but o'erthrown, he 

However by no means forgot Macone. 



Morgante had a palace in bis mode. 

Composed of branches, lo^ of wood, and earf.h. 
And stretch'd himself at eoiie in tliis abode. 

And sliut himself at night within his berth. 
Orlando knock'd, and knock'd again, to goad 

Tlie giant from his sleep; and he came fortn, 
The door to open, like a cra^y thing, 
¥oT 3 rough dream had Rliook him slumbering. 



7» 




tOrtOty gfa TBfO&t 



TcBfD per fntii, eone s* I110' finidU, 
far de^ ftteati tnoi la penhania. 
Da' Bonad mandato, catdreDi, 
CcMBe lialoi dnriDrnprarndoma; 
Pd Bal di' sreCe blto a toito a qodliy 
£ dale in cid ooi4 qoesla sentenzia ; 
Sapfi, At fineddo g& pin di' on pilastio 
TflMTJitn ho PasBamonte e 1 too Alabastro 



Dmt Morgante : o gentil caTaliere, 
Per lo too Dio non mi dir TiUania : 
Di grizia il nome tao Torrei sapere ; 
8e M^ Crisiian, deh dillo in oortesia. 
Biipoae Orlando : di ootal masti^e 
Coi^enterotti per la f ede mia ; 
Adoro Oristo, ch' ^ Signor verace; 
E pQoi ta adorarlo, se ti piaoe. 

zLm. 

Bispoee il Saracin con nmil voce : 
lo ho fatto una strana visione, 
Che m' assaliva an eerpente feroce : 
Non mi valeva per chiaraar Macone : 
Onde al too Dio che fu coiifitto in croce 
Kvolsi presto la mia intenzione : 
E' mi soccorse^ e fui libero e »ano, 
£ son disposto al tutto esser Cristiano. 



HORQANTE MAGHIORK. 



He thought that s fierce serpent had attaek'd hitii 
And Mahomet he call'd ; but Mahonii^t 

Is nothing worth, and not an instant hack'd him ; 
But praying blessed Jesu, lie was set 

At hberty from all the fears which rack'd liira ; 
And to the gate he came with great regret — 

"Who knocks here?" grumbling ail the while, said h 

"That," said Orlando, "you will quickly see : 



"I come to preach to you, as to your brotiiera. 
Sent by the raiserahle monks — repentance; 

For Providence divine, in you and otbers, 

Condemns the evil done, my new acquaintance. 

"Tia writ on high — your wrong must pay another's: 
From heaven itself is issued out tiiis sentence. 

Know then, that colder now tbau a pilaster 

I left your Passamont and Alabaster." 



Morgante said, "Oh gentle Cavalier! 

Now by thy God say me no villany ; 
The favour of your name I fain would hear. 

And if a Christian, speak for courtesy." 
Beplied Orlando, " So much to your ear 

I by my faith disclose contentedly ; 
Christ I adore, who is the genuine Lord, 
And, if you please, by you may be adored," 



t The Saracen rejoiii'd in humble tone, 
" I have had an extraordinary vision ; 

A savage serpent fell on me alone. 

And Macon would not pity my condition ; 

Hence to thy God, who for ye did atone 
Upon the cross, preferr'd I my petition ; 

His timely succour set me safe and free, 

And I a Christian am disjiosed to be." 



■ocaAHTi MASeloa. 



Oiiando: Inroii giofto e pm, 
8e qaeato hooa voler temi ad core, 
L' mtiBa titt ark (goel tfto I)io 
Che ci poit sol gradir d' etemo onore : 
E ** ta Torrai, santi compagno mio, 
£ uoeroUi con perfelto amore : 
GI* idol] vostri son bugiardi e vani : 
D *cn> Dio i lo Dio de' Cristuni. 



Tenoe qaerto Signor aanza peccato 
Ne le ma madre vergiiie pulzella : 
8e conoscean qa«l Signor beato, 
Sanza 'I qoal non risplende sole o steLs, 
Aresti gia klacon tuo noDi^to, 
£ la sua fede iniqiia ingiiuta e fella; 
fiattezzati at mio Dio di baon talento. 
Uorgante gli risposo : io son coateDtn. 



£ cone Orlando subito abbracciare : 
Orlando gran carezze gli facea, 
E difise : a la badia ti vo' menare. 
Morgnnte^ andianci presto, respoiidea ; 
Co' monaci la pace ci vuol fare. 
Dc la qual cosa Orlando in se godea, 
Dicendo ; fratel mio divoto e buono, 
Io TO che cliieg^ a 1' abate perdonu. 



Da poi che Dio ralluminato t' ha, 
Ed acettato per la sua umiltade 
Vuohi che tn aiicor nsi nmiltiL 
Disse Morgante ; per la tua bontad*, 
Pui che il tuo Dio mio sempre oniai sard, 
Dimmio dvi nonie tuo la veritade, 
Poi di me dispor puoi al tuo comando ; 
Ond' e' gli diwe, com' rgli era Orlando. 



MOHUASTK MAOGIO 



Orlando answer"!!, " Baron just and pious. 
If this good wish your heart can really mova 

To the true God, jou will not then deny us 
Eternal honour, jou will go above. 

And, if you please, as friends we will ally us, 
And 1 will love you with a perfect love. 

Tour idols are vain liars, full of fraud : 

The only true God is the Christian's God. 



"The Lord descended to the virtpn breast 
Of Mary Mother, sinless and divine ; 

If you acknowledge the Redeemer blest. 
Without whom neither sun nor star can shine, 

Ahjure bad Macon's false and felon test, 
Your renegade god, and worship miue. 

Baptize yourself with zeal, since you repent." 

To wliich Morgante answer'd, "I'm content." 



And then Orlando to embrace liim flew. 

And made mucli of liis convert, as he cried, 

"To the abbey I will gladly marshal you." 
To whom Morgnnte, " Let us go," replied ; 

" I to the friars have for peace to sue." 

Which thing Orlando heard with inward pridt^, 

Saying, " My brother, so devout and good, 
f Ask the abbot pardon, as I wish you would ; 



"Since God has granted your illumination, 

Accepting you in mercy for his own. 
Humility should be your first oblation." 

Morgante said, " For goodness' sake, make kno' 
Since that your God is to be mine — your station. 
And let your name in verity be shown ; 
L Hien will I everything at your command do." 
^On which the other said, he was Orhmdo. 



UOROANTB HAQGIUKE. 



Sisse il gigante : Gesi benedetto 
Per mille volte ringraziato sia; 
Senlito t' ho nnmar, baron perfetto, 
Fer tutti i tempi de la vita mia : 
E, com' io ilissi, sempremai suggetto 
Esser ti vo' per la tua gagliardia. 
Insieme molte cose rngionaro, 
E 'n verso la badia poi a' inviaro. 



E per la via da que' giganti morti 
Orlando con Morgaiilc d ragiona : 
De la lor morte vo' che ti conforti ; 
£ poi die pisce a D)o, a me perdona; 
A' monavi avean fatto mille torti ; 
E la nostra scrittura aperto suona, 
11 ben rcmuiierato, e '1 mal puiiiU) ; 
E mai non ha questo Signor fallito, 



Peib cb' c^li ama la giustizia tanto, 

Cbe vuol, cbe senipre il suo giudicio morda 
OgiiuD cli' abbi peccato tanto a quanto; 
E tioii il ben riatornr si ricorda : 
E lion saria senza giustizJa aanto : 
Aduiique al suo voler presto t* accorda ; 
Cbe dubbe ogiiun voler quel che vuol questu, 
Ed accurdorsi volentieri e preaU>. 



£ soiisi i nostri dottori accordati, 
Pigltando tutti uiic conclusione, 
Che que* che bod Del ciel glorificatJ, 
S* avesfin nel pensier compassione 
De' miseri parenti, che dannati 
Son lie Io inferno in gran confusione. 
La loT felicity nulla »nrebbe ; 
E vedi che qui iir^risto lildio parn bbe. 



MORGANTE MAQCJIOUR. 



"Then," qooth the giant, "blessed be Jesu 
A thousand times with gratitude titid praise 1 

Oft, perfect baron ! }iave I heard of you 

Through all the different periods of my days : 

And, as I said, to he your vassal too 

I wish, for jour great gallantry always." 

Thus reasoning, they continued much to say, 

Aiid onwards to the abbey weiit their way. 



And by the way about the giants dead 
Orlando with Morgant* reason'd : " Be, 

For their decease, I pray you, comforted ; 
And, since it is God's pleasure, pardon me ; 

A thousand wrongs unto tlie monks they bred ; 
And our trae Scripture soundeth openly. 

Good is rewarded, and chastised the ill. 

Which the Lord never faileth to fulfil : 



"Because bis love of justice unto all 

Is such, he wills his judgment should devour 

AU-whoi have sin, however great or small ; 
Bat good he well remembers to restore. 

Kor without justice boly could we call 
Him, whom I now require you to adore. 

All men must make his will their wishes sway, 
I And quickly and spontaneousEy obey. 



"And here our doctors are of one accord, 

Coming on this point to the same conclusion. 

That in their thoughts who praise in heaven the Ijord 
If pity e'er was guilty of intrusion 

For their unfortunate relations stored 

In hell below, and damn'd in great confuaiou. 

Their happiness would be reduced to nought, 

And thus unjust the jVlniighty's self be thought. 



HOOGAIITB HAOOIORR. 



Ma egli anno poato in Gesd ferma speiie ; 
E taiito piire a lor, quanto a lui pare ; 
Afferman cib che' e' fa, die facci bene, 
£ che non poasi in uessun ntoJu ercare ; 
Se padre o madre h nell' eteme pene, 
Di questo non si posson conturbare : 
Che qnel che place a Dio, aol place a loro ; 
Queato s" osserva ne 1' eteriio coro. 



Al savio suol basUr puche parole, 
Disse Morgante; tu il potrni veoere, 
De' miei fjratelli, Orlando, se mi duole, 
E s" io ni' accorder6 di Dio al volere. 
Come ta di' che in ciel servnr si suole j 
Morti co' morti ; or pensiam di godere j 
lo vo tagliar le mani a tutti quniiti, 
£ porterolle a que' monaci sanli. 



Acci6 ch' ognun sia piil sicuro e certo, 
Com' e' SOD morti, e non abbin paura 
Andar soletti per questo deserto ; 
£ perche vcggaii la mia mente pura 
A quel Signor che m' ba il suo regno aperto, 
E Iratto fuor di tenebre si oscura. 
£ poi taglib le mani a' due fratelii, 
E lasciagli a le fiere ed agli uccelli. 



A la badia insienie se no vanno, 
Ove t' abate a«sai dubbiuso aspetta ; 
I monaci che '1 fatto ancor non saunoj 
Gorrevano a 1' abate tutti in frctta, 
Dicendo paurosi e pien' d' afVanno : 
Volete voi costui drento si melts ? 
Quaiido 1' abate vedeva il gignnte. 
Si turbb tulto tiel pnino senibiaiite. 



UnRQANTB MAQGIORB. 



" But they in Christ have firmest hope, and all 
Which seems to him, to them too must appenr 

Well done; nor could it otherwise befall j 
He never can in any purjiose err. 

If aire or mother suffer endless thrall, 
Tiiey don't disturb themselves for him or her: 

What pleases God to them must joy inspire ; — 

Snch is the observance of the eternal choir." 



" A word unto the wise," Morgante said, 
" la wont to be enough, and you shall see 

How much I grieve about my brethren dead; 
And if the will of God seem good to me, 

Just, as you telLme, 'tis in heaven obey'd — 
Ashes to ashes, — merry let us be ! 

I will cut off the hanils from both their trunlia, 

And carry them unto the lio!y monks. 



"So that all persons may be sure and certain 
That they are dead, and have no further feu 

To wander solitary this desert in. 

And that tUey may perceive my spirit clear 

By the Lord's grace, who hath withdrawn the curtain 
Of darkness, making his bright realm appear." 

He cut his brethren's hands off at these words, 

And left them to tlie savage beasts and birds. 



Then to the abbey they went on togetlier. 

Where waited them tlie abbot in great doubt. 
The monks, who knew not yet the fact, ran thither 

To their superior, ail in breathless rout. 
Saying with tremor, " Please to tell us whether 
You wish to have this person in or out?" 
' 'Xhe abbot, looking through upon the giant, 
■Too greatly fear'd, at first, to be compliant. 




MOiWASTK MAUIilOltll 



Orlando clie turbato to^i i! vede, 
Gli disse presto ; abate, datti pace, 
Questo S Cristiano, e in Cristo nostro crede 
E rionegato ha il buo Macon fiillace. 
Morgante i monclierin mostrii per fede, 
Come i giganti ciascun morto glace ; 
Donde 1' abat« ringrnziavia Iddio, 
Diceado; or m' hai conteiito, Signor mio. 



E nsgunrdava, e squadrava Morgante, 
La sua grandezita e una volia e due, 
E jioi gli disse : O famoso gigaute, 
Sappi cli' io non mi maraviglio piile, 
Che tu svegiiessi e gittassi le piante, 
Quand' io riguardo or le fattezze tue i 
Tu aarai or perfetto e vero amico 
A Cristo, quajilo tu gli eri nimico. 



Un nostro apostol, Saul gifl chiaraato, 
Persegui niolto la fedc di Cristo : 
Un giorno poi da Io spirto iuiiammnto, 
Perche pur mi perscgui? disse Crialo: 
K' si ravvide allor del suo peccato 
Ando poi predicaiido sempre Cristo ; 
£ fatto h or de ia fede una tromba. 
La qual per tuUo risuona e rimbomba, 



Cosi farai tu ancor, Morgante mio : 
E chi s' emenda, h scntto nel Vangelo, 
Che maggior festa fa d' un solo Iddio, 
Che di Qovautanove altri an in ciclo : 
Io ii conforto ch' ogni tuo disio 
Itivolga a quel Signor con giusto zelo, 
Che tu sarai Mice in sempilerno. 
Ch' eri pcrdulo, e daiinato ail' inferno. 



MORQAXTE MAQdlOKB 



Orlando seeing him thus agitated. 

Said quickly, " Abbot, be ttou of good cheer ; 
He Christ believes, as Christian must be rated. 

And hath renounced his Macou false;" which here 
Morgante with the hands corroborated, 

A proof of both the giants' fate quite clear : 
Thence with due thanks, the abbot God adored, 
Sajing, " Thou hast contented me, oh Lord I " 



He gazed; Morgante's height he calculated, 
And more than once contemplated his size; 

And then he said, " Oh giant celebrated ! 
Know, that no more my wonder will arise. 

How you could tear and fling the trees you late did. 
When I behold your form with my own eyes. 

Ton now a true and perfect friend will show 

Yourself to Christ, aa once you were a foe. 



" And one of our apostles, Saul once named, 
Long persecuted sore the faith of Christ, 

Till, one day, by tlie Spirit being inflamed, 

' Why dost thou persecute me thus?' said Christ; 

And then from his oflence he was reclaim'd. 
And went for ever after preaching Christ, 

And of the faith became a trump, whose sounding 

Cer the whole earth is echoiog and rebouudbg. 



"So, my Morgante, you may do likewise: 

He who repents — thus writes the Evangelist — 

Occasions more rejoicing in the skies 
Than ninety-nine of the celestial Hst, 

Tou may be sure, should each desire arise 
"With jnst zeal for the Lord, that you'll eiist 

Among the happy saints for evermore j 

But jou were lost and damu'd to hell before ! " 



MORdANTE MAGaiOnE. 



E grande onore a Morgonte faoeva 
L' abate, e niolti di ai »oii posti : 
Un giorno, come ad Orlando piaceva, 
A spasso in qu^ e iu Ik si souo audati : 
L' abate iu uiia camera sua aveva 
Molte armaduro e certj archi appiccati ; 
Morgante gliene piacque un ciie iie vede ; 
Oude e' ael cinse bench' oprar tioI crede. 



Avea quel luogo d' actjua careatia : 
Orlando disse come buon &atello : 
Morgante, vo' clie di piacer ti si a 
Andar per 1' acqua : ond' e' rispose a quetlo ! 
Comanda c\b che vuoi die fatto sia ; 
E posesi in ispalla un grau tinello, 
Ed avvioGsi 1& verso una fonte 
Dove solea ber aempre appie del nionte. 



Giunto a la fonte, seiite un gran fracasso 
Di aubito venir per la foresta : 
Una saetta cavo del turcasso, 
Posela a I' arco, ed alzava la testa; 
Ecco apparire un gran greffge al pasao 
Di porei, e vanno con molta tempest;! ; 
E arrivorno alia foil tana appunto 
Doudc il gigaute e da lor sopraggiunto. 



Mo^ante a la ventura a un suctta ; 
Appunto ne 1' orecchio lo 'ncarnava : 
Da 1' altro lato passo la verretta; 
Onde il cinghial giu morto gambcttava ; 
Un altro, quasi per fame vendetta, 
Addosso al grau gigante irato audava ; 
E perchfe e' giunse troppo tosto al varco. 
Non fu Morgante a tempo a trar con 1' arco. 



MORUAHTB MAGOIORB. 



And thus great honour to Morganlfi paid 
Tlie abbot : many days they did repoae. 

One day, as with Orisndo thej both stray" d. 

And aauiiter'd here and there, where'er they chose. 

The abbot show'd a chamber, where amjy'd 
Much armour was, aud liung up certain bows; 

And one of these Morgante for a wMm 

Girt on, tliough useless, he bcheved, to him. 



There being a want of water in tlie place, 
Orlando, like a worthy brother, siiid, 

" Morgante, I could wish you in this cnse 
To go for water." " You shall be obey'd 

In all commands," was the reply, " straight ways," 
Upon his shoulder a great tub he laid, 

And went out on his way unto a fountain, 

Where he was wont to drink, bchjw tlie mountain. 



Arri/d there, a prodigious noise he bears, 
Wtich suddenly along the forest spread j 

Whereat from out his quiver he prepares 
An arrow for his bow, and lifts his head ; 

And lo I a monstrous herd of swine appears. 
And onward rushes with tempestuous tread, 

And to the fountain's brink precisely pours; 

So that the giant's joined by all the boars. 



Morgante at a venture shot an arrow. 
Which pierced a pig precisely in the ear, 

And paas'd unto the other side quite through ; 
So tJiat the boar, defunct, lay tripp'd up near 

Another, to revenge his fellow farrow. 
Against the giant rush'd in fierce career. 

And reacli'd the passage with so swift a foot, 

Morgante was not now in time to shoot. 



MOEQAKTK MAfiUIORK. 



Vedeiidosi veimto il poruo adoaso, 
Gli dette in 9U la testa un gran pmizoiie ' 
Per modo die gl' ififranse iiisiiio a 1' osso, 
E morto allato a qaell' altro lo poiic : 
Gli altri.porci veggendo quel percosso. 
Si missoD tutti in f uga pel vuilone ; 
Morgante si levb il tiiiello in collo, 
Gil' era pien d' acqua, e Don si muove un c. 



Da 1' una epalla il tiiiello avea [lostu. 

Da 1' altrai porci, e spacciava il terreno; 
E tonia a la bailfa, cli' e pur diacosto, 
Ch' una gocciola d' acqua nyn va in seno. 
Orlando clie '1 vedea tornar si tosto 
Co' porci morti, e con quel vnso pieno; 
Maravigliossi che sia tanto forte : 
Cosl 1' abate ; e spalaiican le porte. 



I moiiaci veggendo 1' acqua fresca 
Si rallegronio, me piil de' ciiighiali; 
Ch' ogni animal si rallegra dc 1' esca; 
£ posano a dormire i breviali : 
Ugnun a' affanna, e nou par che gl' increaw, 
Acci6 che questa carne nug s' irisali, 
£ die pui seccB sapesse di victo ; 
£ la djgiune $i res torn o a drieto. 



£ ferno n scoppia corpo [ler un tratto, 
£ acufHan, che parien de I' ocqua usciti; 
Tauto die '1 caue aeii doleva e '1 gatto, 
Clie gli osai rimanean troppo puliti, 
L' abate, poi die molto onoro ha fatto 
A tutti, un di dope questi coiiviti 
Dette a Morgante un ilestrier molto bello, 
Che lungo tempo tenuUi avi'a quello. 



MOBGANTE MAQOIORK. 



Perceiving that the pig was on him close, 
He gnve liim such a punch upon the head. 

As floor'd him so that he no more arose, 
Smashing the very bone j and he fell dead 

Next to the other. Having seen such blows. 
The other pigs along the Talley fledj 

Morgaiite on his neck the bucket took, 

FuU from the spring, which neither swerved nor shook. 



The tub was on one shoulder, and there were 
The hogs on t'other, nnd he brush'd apace 

On to the abbey, though by no means near, 
Nor spilt one drop of water in his race. 

Orlando, seeing him so soon appear 

With the dead boars, and with that brimful vase, 

Marvell'd to see his strength so very great; 

80 did the abbot, and set wide the gat«. 



The monks, who saw the water freah aud good. 
Rejoiced, but much more to perceive the pork ; 

AH animals are glad at siglit of food : 

They lay their breviaries to sleep, and work 

With greedy pleasure, and in such « mood, 
I'hat the fleah net:da no salt beneath their fork. 

Of rankness and of rot there is no fear, 

I'ur all the fasts are now left in arrear. 



Aa though they wiah'd to burst at once, they ate; 

And gorged so that, as if the bones had been 
In water, sorely grieved the dog and cat. 

Perceiving that they all were picked too clean. 
The abbot, who to all did honour great, 

A few days after thia convivial scene. 
Gave to Morgante a fine horse, well train'd. 
Which he long time Imd I'nr himself mniiitain'd. 



MOBOAITTB tUaOtOKi: 



Hor^nte in sa 'n on prato il cava! inena, 
E Tool che corra, e che facci ogni praovs, 
£ pensa che di ferro abbi la schienii, 
O forse Don credeva schiacciat 1' aova : 
Questo c&val ^ accoscia per la peoa, 
£ scoppia, e 'n sa la terra si ritraova. 
Dicca Morgante : liera so, rozzoDC ; 
£ va pui punzeccliiando co lo sprone. 



Ma finalmente convien ch' egh smoute, 
£ diBse : io son pur leggier come peitna, 
Ed e scoppinto ; che ne di' tu, conte ? 
Bispose Orlando ; on arbore d' antenna 
Mi par piuttoato, e la gaggia la fronte : 
Lascialo andar, che la fortuna acoeuna 
Che meco appiede ne venga, Moigante, 
£d io cod veml, diase il gigante. 



Qusndo eerik mestier, tn mi vedrai 
Com' io mi proveru ne la battagha. 
Orlando disse : io credo tn farai 
Come buon cavalier, se Dio mi voglia; 
£d anco me dormir nan mirerai : 
Di questo tuo caval non te ne caglia : 
Vorrebbesi portarlo in quidche bosco; 
Ma il modo iiS la via noti ci conosco. 



Disse il gigante : io il portoro bi^u lo, 
Da i>oi die portar me iion {va voluto, 
Per render ben per inal, eonie fa Uio ; 
Mn vo* die it porlo addosso mi dia ajuto. 
OrUtido gli ilieen : Morgantc mio, 
S' al mio consigUo ti enmi nttentito, 
Quuto caval tu non ve 'I portiresti, 
(.'lie ti fari COM!'! Ill a liii facesti, 



MORRAKTK MAQGIORE. 



T!ie liorse Morgaiite to n menrlow leJ, 
To galJop, and to put liira to the proof. 

Thinking that he n back of iron had, 

Or to skim eggs nnbroke was light enough; 

But the horse, sinking with the pain, fell dead. 
And burst, while cold on earth lay head and hoof, 

Morgante said, " Get up, thou sa]ky cur ! " 

And still continued pricking with the spur. 



But finally he thought fit to dismount. 
And said, "I am as light as any feather. 

And he lias burst; — to this what say yon, count? 
Orlando aiiswer'd, "Like a ship's mast rather 

You seem to me, and with the truck for front : 
Let lom go ! Fortune wills that we together 

Should march, but you on foot Morgante still." 

To which the giant tinswer'd, " So I will. 



" When there shall be occasion, you will see 
How I approve my courtigc in the fight." 

Orlando said, " I really think you'll be. 

If it should prove God's will, a goodly knight; 

Nor will you napping there discover me. 

But never mind your horse, though oat of sight 

"Twere best to carry him into some wood. 

If but the means or way I understood." 



The giant said, "Then carry liim I will, 
Siuce that to carry me he was so slack — 

To render, as the gods do, good for ill ; 

But lend a band to place him on my back." 

Orlando answer'd, " If my counsel still 
May weigh, Morgante, do not undertake 

To lift or carry this dead courser, who, 

As you have done to him, will do to vou. 



Gosrda cbe non facesse la vendetta. 
Come fece gii Nesso cosi morto : 
NoQ so se la sua istoria iiai inteso o letta ; 
E' ti fark scoppiar ; datti eonforto. 
Disse Morganle : ajuta cli' io me '1 metta 
AddoBso, e poi vedrai s' io ve to porto : 
Io porterei, Orlando mio gentile, 
Con le campane la quel campanile. 



Disse 1' abate : il campanil v" e bene ; 
Ma le compaDe vot 1' avete rotte. 
Dicea Morgantc, e' ne porloii le penc 
Color cbe morti son 1& in quelle grotle ; 
E levossi il cavallo in su le scliiene, 
£ disae : guarda s' io sento di gott«, 
Orlando, netle gambe, e s' io Io posso; 
E fe' dao salti col cavalla addoaso. 



Era Morgante come una montagna ; 
Se faces questo, non e maraviglia: 
Ma pure Orlando con seco si lagna ; 
Perch^ par era omai di sua famiglia 
Temenza avea non pigliasse magagna. 
Un' idtra volta cestui riconsiglia : 
Posalo ancor, nol jMrlare iil dtserto. 
Disse Morgante : il porteri5 per certo. 



£ portoUo, e gittollo in luogo strano, 
£ tomb a la bodfa subitamcntc, 
Diceva Orlitiido : or die piii dimoriano? 
Morgantc, qui non faccinm noi nicnte ; 
E preae un giomo T abate per mauo, 
£ disse a quel mnlto discrctjimente, 
Che vuol pnrtir de la sua revereuKia, 
£ doiDandttva e pcrdono e liceiizja. 



UOHOANTB UAOQIORK 



"Take care he don't revenge himself, tliough dead. 
As NessUB did of old beyond all cure, 

1 don't know if the fact you've heard or read ; 
But lie will make you burst, you may be sure." 

" But he!p him on my back," Worgante said, 
" And you shall see what weight I cnii endure. 

In place, my gentle Roland, of this palfrey, 

"With all the bells, I'd carry yonder belfry." 



The abbot said, "The steeple may do well. 
But for the bells, you've broken them, I wot." 

Morgante answer'd, " Let them pay in hell 
The penalty wlio lie dead in you grot ; " 

And hoisting up the horse from where he fell. 
He said, " Now look if I the gout have got, 

Orlando, in the legs — or if I have force ; " — 

And then he made two gambols with the horse. 



Morgante was like any mountitin framed ; 

So if he did this 'tis no prodigy ; 
But secretly himself Orlaudo blamed. 

Because he was one of his family ; 
And fearing that he might be burt ot maim'd. 

Once more he bade him lay his burden by : 
" Put down, nor bear him further the desert in." 
Morgante said, " I'll carry him for certain." 



He did j and stow'd him in some nook away. 
And to the abbey then return'd witii speed. 

Orlando said, " Why longer do we stay ? 
Morgante, here is nought to do indeed." 

The abbot by the hand he took one day, 
And said, with great respect, he had agreed 

To leave his reverence ; but tor this decision 

He wish'd to have his pardon and permissinii. 



MOROAXTE MAG6I0S8. 



E ^e. g!i onor ricevuti da questi, 

Quiilche volta porlendo, arh buon meritu; 
K (lice : io intcndo ristorare e presto 
I persi porni del temjio preterito ; 
E' soil piu di che licenzia orei cliksto, 
Henigiio padre, ae non ch' io mi perilo ; 
Non so mostrarvi qoel chc drento sento; 
'r»ilto n vegga del mio star contento. 



Io me ne porUi per seiiipre rii.4 core 
L' abate, la badia, questo deserto ; 
Tanto v' ho posto in picciol tempo amore: 
Bendavi su nel ciel per me buon merto 
Qad vero Dio, quelJo ttenio Signore 
Che vi fierba il suo retpio nl fine nperlo: 
Noi aspeltiam vostra beiiedizioiie, 
Baccomnndininci a le vostre o 



Quando 1' abnte il conte Urliindo iiitese, 
Hinteneri nel cor per la dolcezza, 
Tanto fervor nel petio se gli accese ; 
E dis!ie : cavalier, se a tua prodeKZa 
Non sono stato bcnigno e corl«se, 
Coiue conviensi a la gran gentillezza; 
Chc BO clie ci6 cb' i' ho fatto ^ stato pi>i 
Incolpa la ignoranzJa nostra e il loco. 



Koi ti potreino di luessi; otiorore, 
1)5 prediche di laude e patemostri, 
Piuttoslo che da ccna o desiriare, 
d' nliri cunvenevol die da chiostri : 
1'u m' hai di te ei fatto iiinamorarc 
For mille altc ecccllcnzic che tti mo^Cri ; 
Ch' io me ne vcngo ove tii iindrai teco. 
E d' idtra jiiirte tii rcsli ijti) mci:o. 




MOKQAITTB HAGGIOBX. 



The honoora they continiied to receive 
Perhaps exceeded what his merits claim'd: 

He said, " I mean, and quicklj, to retrieve 

The lost dajs of time past, wliich may be blamed ; 

Some days ago I should have aak'd your leave. 
Kind father, but I really was ashamed. 

And know not how to show my sentiment, 

So much I see you with our stay content. 



" But in my heart I bear through every chme 
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude — 

So much I love you in so short n time ; 

Tor me, from heaveu reward you with all good 

The God so true, the eternal Lord subhme ! 
Whose kingdom at the last hath open stood. 

Meantime we stand eipcctant of your blessing. 

And recommend us to your prayers with pressing." 



Now when tlie abbot Count Orlando heard, 
His heart grew soft with inner tenderness, 

Such fervour in his bosom bred each word; 
And, " Cavalier," he said, " if 1 have less 

Courteous and kind to your great worth appear'd, 
Than Gts me for such gentle blood to espress, 

I know I have done too little in this case ; 

But blame our ignorance, and this poor plao*. 



" We can indeed bnt honour you with masses, 
And sermons, thanksgivings, and pater-nosters. 

Hot suppers, dinners {fitting other places 
In verity much rather than the cloisters) ; 

But such a love for you my heart embraces. 

For thousand virtues which your bosom fosters. 

That wheresoe'er you go I too slmll be. 

And, on the other part, you rest with me. 
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LXXXIY. 

E in certa cameretta entrati sono^ 
Che d' armadure vecchie era copiosa : 
Dice 1' abate : tutte ve le dono. 
Morgante va rovistando ogni cosa ; 
Ma solo un certo sbergo gli fa buono^ 
Ch' avea tutta la maglia rugginosa : 
Maravigliossi che lo cuopra appunto : 
Che mai piu gnun forse glien' era aggiunto. 

LXXXT. 

Questo fu d' un gigante smisurata^ 
Ch' a la badla fu morto per antico 
Dal gran Milon d' Angrante, ch' arrivato ; 
V era, s* appunto questa istoria dico ; 
Ed era ne le mura istoriato. 
Come e' fu morto questo gran nimico 
Che fece a la badfa gia luuga guerra : 
E Milon v' h com' e' V abbatte in terra. 

LXXXTI. 

V^gendo questa istoria il conte Orlando, 
Era suo cor disse : o Dio, che sai sol tutto. 
Come venne Milon qui capitando, 
Che ha questo gigante qui distrutto P 
E lesse certe lettre lacrimando, 
Che non potd tenir piii il viso asciutto. 
Com' io dird ne la seguente istoria ; 
Di mal vi guardi il Ke de 1' alta gloria. 



MOKUAHTIC MAtiGlOUE. 



Ami in a certain closet, wlipre ihe huU 
Was cover'd witli old armour like a crust. 

The abbot said to them, " I give jou all." 
Morgaiite rummaged piecemeal from the dust 

The whole, winch, save one cuirass, was too small, 
And that loo had the mail inlaid with rust. 

They wouder'd how it fitted him exactly, 

Wliich ne'er had suited othefs so compactly. 



'Twas an immeasurable giant's, who 
By the great Milo of Agraate felt 

Before the abbey many years ago. 
The slory on the wall was figured well ; 

In the last moment of the abbey's foe. 
Who long had waged a war implacable : 

Precisely aa the war occur/d they drew him, 

And there was Milo as he overthrew htm. 



Seeing this history. Count Orlando said 

In his own lieart, " Oh God, who in the sky 

Know'st all things I how was Milo hither led ? 
Who caused the giant in this place to die?" 

And certain letters, weeping, then he read. 
So that he could not keep his visage dry, — • 

As I will tell in the ensuing story. 

From evil keep you the liigli King of glory I 




NOTE TO THE MORGANTE MAGGIOKB. 



' "CFU dette in mi la testa on gran panzone.** It ui strange ibat Paid 
■hoold have literally anticipated the technical terms of my old friend and 
master, Jackson, and the art which he has carried to its highest pitch. **A 
fmnch on the headf** or **a punch in the Aea<j,** — **au punxone in sa la 
tastai** — IB the exact and frequent phrase of oar best pngilistSt who little dream 
thai tli«7 art talking the purcit Tosoan. 



THE PROPHECY OF DANTK 



*' *Ti8 the sunset of life gives me mystical lore, 
And coming eyenta cast their shadows before." 

Gami>belu 



VUli. II. 



I. 



PEBPACE. 



I 



In tlie course of a visit to the city of Uaveima in the summer o( 
1S19, it was suggested to the author that liaving composed something 
on the subject of Tasso's confinement, he sliouid do the same on 
Dante's exile, — the tomb of the poet forming one of the principal 
objects of iuterest iu that cit^, both to the native and to the 
stranger. 

" On this hint I spake," and the result has been the following 
four cantos, in terza rima, now offered to the reader. If they are 
understood and approved, it is my purpose to continue the poem, in 
various other cantos, to its natural coucluaion in the present age. 
The reader is requested to suppose that Dante addresses him in llie 
inlerval between the conclusion of the Divina Commedia and his 
death, and shortly before the latter event, foretelling the fortunes of 
Italy in general in the ensuing centuries. In adopting this plan I 
have had in my mind the Cassandra of Lycophron and the Prophecy 
of Nereus by Horace, as well as the Prophecies of Holy Writ. Tht 
measure adopted is the terza rima of Dante, which I am not aware to 
have seen hitherto tried in our language, except it may be by Mr. 
Hayley, of whose translation I never saw hut one extract, quoted in 
the notes to Cahph Vathek ; so that — if I do not err— this poem 
may be considered as a metrical exfenment. Tiie cantos are short, 
and about the same length as those of the poet, whose name I have 
borrowed, and most probably taken in vain. 

Amongst the inconveniences of authors in the present day, it is 
difficult for any who have a name, good or bad, to escape translation. 



I hsTe had the fortune to see the fourth caDto of " Chtlde Harold " 
tnnslated into Italiaii versi scioiti, — that i!>, a poem writt^D in the 
Spenterean ttama into bUmi verie, without r^ard to the natural 
ditisioDS of the stanza or of the sense. If the present poem, being 
on a national topic, should chance to undergo the same fate, I would 
request the Italian reader to remember that when I have failed in 
the imitation of his great "Fadre Alighier," I have failed in 
ioiitatiug tliat which all study and few understand, since to this 
Ter; da; it is not yet settled vhat was tbe meaning of the allegory 
in the first canto of the Infema, onless Count Marchetti's ingenious 
and probable conjecture may be considered as having decided the 
question. 

He may also pardon my failure the more, as I am not quite sore 
that be would be pleased with my success, since the Italians, with a 
pardonable nationality, are particularly jealous of all that is left them 
aa a nation, — their literature ; and in the present bitterness of the 
classic and romantic war, are but ill disposed to permit a foreigner 
even to approve or imitate them, without finding some fault with his 
ultramontane presumption. I can easily enter into all this, knowing 
wbat would be thought in Kngland of an Italian imitator of Milton, 
or if a translation of Monti, or Pindemonte, or Ariei, should be held 
up to the rising generation as a model for their future poetical 
essays. But I perceive that I am deviating into an address to the 
Italian reader, when my business is with the English one; and bo 
lliey few or many, I must take my leave of both. 



DEDICATION. 



liADT ! if for the cold and cloudy clime. 

Where I was bom, but where I would not di«^ 

Of the great Poet-Sire of Italy 
I dare to build the imitative rhyme. 
Harsh Bunic copy of the South's sublime. 

Thou art the cause ; and howsoever I 

Fall short of his immortal harmony, 
Thy gentle heart will pardon me the crime. 
Thou, in the pride of Beauty and of Youth, 

Spakest ; and for thee to speak and be obey*d 
Are one ; but only in the sunny South 

Such sounds are utter*d, and such charms display*d. 
So sweet a language from so fair a mouth — 

Ah ! to what effort would it not persuade t 



Bavbuma, Mm n, 1819L 



INTEODTJCTION TO THE PROPHECY OF DANTB. 



In the mmmer of 1819 Lord Byran liuted the Canoten of Ghilmoll, at RaTEnni. 
Oil books wem at Venioe. uid the Connttaa, to occnpj hia peo, reqneried tbiit his 
rtflidance in the city, which wkh the laat retreat and hiirial-plue uf D&ote, mipht 
innpirs n |>oem on the illaetriouB eiLls. " With hia naaal rapiditj, be comi-oMd." aha 
nri. " 'The Prophecy,' " — and so ranch to hii own aatisfactioa, that in forwuiliDg it 
la Mr. Mamy he called it " the beat thing ha had eier duoe, if not nninlcUiglhle." 
It went to BagUnd nith Kvenl more of his prDducUoa^ and vae prononnced by the 
persona to whom Hr. Mamy iboved the US., "very giuid and aurihy," A later 
decision of the pnbliiher wm somewb&t U«B ftToanblc^ and Lofl Sfron, who 
mnstantly depreciated hia writiiigs srhen the Grat fondnen waa oier, declared tliat he 
himself had no great opinioa of any of the shipmeDt, exoept tlie TtnioD of Fold. 
"The Prophecy" renuuoed nnpublisbed till May, 1S21, when it irai Kot iato the 
world io the aune Toloroe vith " Marino Paliero." In the apening ouito Dante ia 
repTeB«nl«d brooding OTer hia eiile, and Tenting his indignation agvnit aagralefaJ 
FloPBuee, who had ahnt her gates opon her worthicat son. In the aecond he predict* 
ths foreign foci and inWmal diriaions which were to bring desolaUon upon the garden 
of the world. In the third he ebaracterisea his great mrceeion in Italian aong, and 
in Che laat tlie ininlcn and sculptorH, who alone of all the geniuici of their ctime ar4 
■till unnutched by riral nstiona. If "The Prophecy" had been iDcoeHifnt, it waa 
Lord Byroa's intention to have continned the chant, Imt it wai ratlieT coldly racarvd, 
and he nsTer Tetomed to the tbeme. The portion he eieented ia defeOiTe in plan : 
the paria hare no connectioa, and tend to no resnlt ; they are dtgiointed frapnenta «f 
poetical description, which aa Prophtda have little that la infficieatly atgnificant. 
The obeourity, he apprehended, waa felt by many, and tbongh it ia chiefly oeeadoned 
by the length of the aentencea. and yielda to attention, tbere is yet an oppreaaiTg 
enmbronsneH in the diction which nothing can dJipeL The metrical eiperinunt waa 
alio a lailara, and the tena rima, eren in Lord Byron's hands, who waa no !«■ a 
manor of Ua Italian models than of hia natire tongue, prored more heary than 
barmoiiiaiu. To sondnde the catalogue of defects, he ba* reiterated aeraa] of tiM 
■entimenia of "Childa Harold," and tlie fint reinan wax in all reipeela tlia belt. 
But without glowing with the Dtmeat b«t of Lord Byron's imagination, the "Pioptwcgr" 
is still a loft; and salomii poem, and in ita sombro colouring truly Danleaqne, 



THE PROPHECY OF DANTE.' 



CANTO THE FIEST. 



Oncb more in man's frail world ! which I hod left 
So long that 'twas forgotten ; and I feel 
The weight of claj again, — too soon bereft 

Of the immort^ vision which could heal 
My earthly sorrows, and to God's own skies 
Lift me from that deep gulf without repeal. 

Where late my ears rung with the damned cries 
Of souls in hopeless bal« ; and from that place 
Of leaser tormeot, whence men may arise 

Pure from the fire to join the angelic race ; 
Midst whom my own bright Beatrice bless'd' 
My spirit with her light ; and to the base 

Of the eternal Triad ! first, last, best, 

Mysterious, three, sole, infinite, great God ! 
Soul universal ! led the mortal guest, 

* [Dum AuaHiEU Via born in Ploreace in Hay, 12<15, of to imneDt uid hooonr- 
■ble Iknuly. Jo tbe earl; psrt of bin life b« g&ined some credit in t, miliUry ohancter, 
and diMiDgaished luniielf hj bii bnrer; iaaa aotion where the FloreoUnei obtuDed ■ 
■igial Tictoiy oTer the cilitene of Aroiio. At the »ge of tbirty-fi™ he nwe to be ona 
of Ibe clii«f magiBtntea of FtoretiL^i when that dignity waa conFeTred bj the Bn&agea 
of the people. Fium ttua exa1tati<iD the poel dated hia principal miafartunea. Ital) 
wu diatrscted bj the factioni of the ShJbelliDes and Gaelpha, and the internal 
dUieniiriDS among tbe latter, to wham Dante bvlooged, lanEed him to bo baniafaed in 
one of the proBcripliona, when he became a Ghibetliue, aod died in eiile in 1321.] 

' The reader ia reqaeated to adopt the Itntian pronDuciatioD of Bcatrien, aounding 
bH the Qllablei. 
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Unblasted by the glorj, though he trod 

From star to alar to reach the almighty tlirone. 
Oh Beatrice ! wliose aweet limbs the sod 

So long hath press' dj and the cold marble stone. 
Thou sole pure seraph of mj earliest love, 
Love so ineffable, and so alone. 

That nought on earth could more my bosom move. 
And meeting thee in Leaven was but to meet 
That without which my soul, like the arklesa dove. 

Had wander'd still in search of, nor her feet 
Relieved her wing (ill found; without thy light 
My paradise had still been incomplete.' 

Since my tenth sun gave summer to my sight 
Thou wert my life, the essence of my thought, 
Loved ere I knew the name of love,* and bright 

Still in these dim old eyes, now overwrought 

With the world's war, and years, and banishment, 
And tears for thee, by other woes untaught; 

For mine is not a nature to be bent 

By tyrannous faction, and the brawling crowd. 
And though the long, long conflict hath been spent 

In vain, — and never more, save when tlie cloud 
Which overhangs the Apennine my mind's eye 
Pierces to fancy Florence, once so proud 

Of me, can I rettini, though but to die. 
Unto my native soil, — they have not yet 
Quench'd the old exile's spirit, stem and high. 

But tlie sun, though not overcast, must set. 
And the night cometli ; I am old in days. 
And deeds, and contemplation, and have met 

Destruction face to face in all his ways. 

The world hath left me, what it found me, puro. 
And if 1 have not gnttier'd yet its praise, 

* "Cho iol per le UlU opre 

CIw {UBD in Cielo il sols c T sltrc itelta 
DentlD di lai' «i ertdt U Paradita, 
Con H giurdi (iio 

FauKT Urn ddi oh' ogni Urrcn' luxcre." 
Ouume, in vhidi Hut* dcwnbM the pvnon at Btaliiee, Stroplie third. 

* [Acrarding to Boccumo, D&dH wu > lorer long Mon he wm k •uldier, ami hia 
taman for tht B(stri«e wIuhd he hi* inmortaliMd Muumaiced whib b* *M ia hi* 
Diiitb ud ihs in bar dghtb jtu.—Ctn.] 
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I sought it not by any baser lure; 

Man wrongs, and Time avenges, and my name 
May form a monument not all obscure. 

Though such was not my ambition's end or aim. 
To add to the vain-glorious list of those 
'Who dabble in the pettiness of fame. 

And make men's fickle breath the wind that blows 
Tlicir sail, and deem it glory to be class'd 
With conquerors, and virtue's other foes, 

In bloody clironicles of ages past, 

I would have had my i'loience great and tree ; ' 
Oh Florence 1 Tlorence ! unto me thou wast 

Like that Jerusalem which the Almighty He 

Wept over, "but thou wouldst not;" as the bird 
Gathers its young, I would have gather'd thee 

Beneath a parent pinion, badst thou heard 
My voice; but as the adder, deaf and fierce. 
Against the breast that cherish'd thee was stirr'd 

Thy venom, and my state thou didst amerce. 
And doom this body forfeit to the fire.* 
Alaa ! how bitter is his country's corse 

To liim who Jor that country would expire. 
But did not merit to expire by her, 
And loves her, loves her even in her ire. 

The day may come when she will cease to err. 
The day may come she would be proud to have 
The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfer 

Of him, whom she denied a home, the grave. 
But this shall not he granted ; let my dust 
Lie wbere it falls; nor shall the soil wliich gave 

" L'EBilio cbe m' S dato oaor mi Mgno 



in vliicli lie repreMnta Bight, Oenerosity, and T«mpemice u banigfaed froin ominig 
mm, anii Beek^)[ refuge froai Late, who iuhabita hia bosnm. 
' " ' :|DiB pndictotnm qUo Umpore ia rortiam dictj oommiiDia perveaerit, tidit 
Jit mnilniralarttk tpuid nwria/ur." Sccaod sealeDce ofPloreiiae igkitiat 
inte. uid the Fourteen vxianA with him. The Latin ii worth; of the (eatenee. — 
The decree that be and bU usociateB in exile ahonld be bnrned, if thej fell into the 
Lands of their eoemiei, wiu first discoTered in 1772. Diinl« hid bean prerioniljr 
fined eight tbi>uiwnd lire, und uindt<mDed to two ytian' banishmeDt.] 
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Me breath, but in her sudden fury thrust 
Me forth to breathe elsewhere, si 
My indignant bonesj because her angry gust 

Forsooth is over, and repeai'd her doom ; 

No, — she denied me what was mine — my roof. 
And shall not have -what is not hers — my tomb. 

Too long her armed wrath hath kept aloof 

The breaat which would have bled for her, the heart 
That beat, the mind that was temptation proof. 

The man who fought, toil'd, travell'd, aiid each part 
Of a true citizen fulfill'd, and saw 
For his reward the Guelf 9 ascendant art 

Pass his destruction even into a kw. 
These things are not made for forgetful ness, 
Florence shall be forgotten first; too raw 

The wound, too deep the wrong, and the distress 
Of such endurance too prolong'd to make 
My pardon greater, ber injustice less, 

Though late repented; yet — yet for her sake 
I feel some fonder yearnings, and for thine. 
My own Beatrice, I would hardly take 

Vengeance upon the land which once was mine, 
And slill IB hallow'd by tliy dust's return. 
Which would protect the murderess like a shrine. 

And save ten thousand foes by thy sole urn. 

Though, like old Marius from Mintnrn»'s marsh 
And Carthage ruins, my lone breast may burn 

At times witli evil feelings hot and harsh,' 
And sometimes the last pangs of a vile foe 
Writlie in a dream before me, and o'erarch 

My brow with hopes of triumph, — let them go I 
Such are the last iriQrmities of those 
Who long have suffer'd more tban mortal woe. 

And yet being mortal etiU, have no repose 
But on llie pillow of Revenge — Revenge, 

' pVhon Mario* «u defeiWil in the dnl -wu betwoea Limulf wd Sfli 
MOB|iait bii iinnuoK by ptuDging ebin ile«|i into tbe nitnhM nF Miotarnum, In 
K^iniD uiil N»plta, Us tb«o uiled for Cutiuge, and had aa Koner Uadsd tl 
*k> iinlennl b; the gaioniiir to quit Aftieft. On hii (ubMqaenUj gtunuig ibt a 
iuKj, Uftriiu jiutillal tliB muucn of Srlla'i adbwaDti hj tba h 
■uOvceJ biniHltuI Uintumuai uid CtrllutEc] 
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Who sleeps to dream of blood, and waking glows 
With the oft-baffled, slakeless thirst of change. 

When we shall mount again, and they that trod 

Be trampled on, while Deatli and At^ range 
O'er humbled heads and sever'd neeka Great God ! 

Take these thoughts from roe — to thy hands I yield 

My many wrongs, and thine almighty rod 
Will fall on those who smote me, — be my shield I 

As thou hast been in peril, and in pain. 

In turbulent cities, and the tenl«d field — 
In toil, and many troubles borne in vain 

For Florence, — I appeal from her to Thee ! 

Thee, whom I Inte saw in thy loftiest reign. 
Even in that glorious vision, which to see 

And live was never granted until now, 

And yet thou liast permitted this to me. 
Alas ! with what a weight upon my brow 

The sense of earth and earthly things come back. 

Corrosive passions, feelings dull aud low. 
The heart's quick throb upon the mental rack. 

Long day, and dreary night ; the retrospect 

Of half a century bloody and black, 
Aud the frail few years I may yet expect 

Hoary and hopeless, but less hard lo hear. 

For I have been too long and deeply wreck'd 
On the lone rock of desolate Despair, 

To lift my eyes more to the passing sail 

Which shuns that reef so horrible and bare ; 
Nor raise my voice — for who would heed my wail ? 

I am not of tliis peoplcj nor this age. 

And yet my harpings will unfold a tale 
Which sball preserve these times when not a page 

Of their perturbed annals could attract 

An eye to gaze upon their civil rage. 
Did not my verse embalm full many an act 

Worthless as they who wrought it : 'tis the doom 

Of spirits of my order fco be rack'd 
In life, to wear their hearts out, and consume 

Their days in endless strife, and die alone ; 

Then future thousands crowd around their tomb. 
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And pilgrims come &om climes where thej hsTe known 

Hie name of hin> — who now is bnt a namej 

And wasting homage o'er the sullen stone. 
Spread hia — by him nnheard, unheeded — fame ; 

And mine at least hath cost me dear : to die 

la nothing ; bat to wither thus — to tame 
Mj mind down from its own infinitv — 

To live in narrow ways with little men, 

A common sight to every common eye, 
A wanderer, while even wolves can find a den, 

Ripp'd from all kindred, from all home, all things 

That make communion sweet, and soften pain — 
To feel me in the solitude of kings 

"Without the power that makes them bear a crown — 

To envy every dove his nest and wings 
Which waft him where the Apennine looks down 

On Amo, till he perches, it may be, 

Within my all inexorable town, 
Where yet my boys are, and that fatal she,' 

Their mother, the cold partner who bath brought 

Destmction for a dowrj — this to see 
And feel, and know without repair, hath taught 

A bitter lesson ; but it leaves me free : 

I have not vilely founds nor basely sought. 
They made an Exile — not a slave of me. 

* Tfcia hdj, wh«e Duae iru Gemma, iproDg from one of llie moat poverAiI Qvdph 
tunilita, umid Donotl Cono Douti vu the prind|ml iilvfim; of ths OhitKllina. 
Blu lidambnl m bring "Jdmodum ntorota, iit di SaMif^ SoeratiM pkUoteflaeon' 
juffi (n^wH oMi Itgiiatit," •ocordiog to QUnaouo Mwict^ But LJourdo AntJDO >■ 
■ouublianl Kith BoHsa, in bia life of Dante, for ujing that litenir meo ibonld not 
mtfrj. "Qui il BoceMcio dob ba paiieiiia. e dire, le mogli eser oastnria «gU rtiidj i 

• nni li rimnUche Socnte, Upid nobile &l»otb che mu (ooe, ebbemoglie ofigliooli t 
oBU dall> RcpobbUcs ndU lo* Citid ; e AniteUle che, Ac, Ac., ebt« due uogU in 
*MJ lonpi, edabbf fIgllDoli, a ricchena uBti. ^B Hanw Tullio — t C4tciiM — a Vwrone — 

• SeURk — obbero iiioglk."k«. be. It u odd that boiwatliiaiurdo'teisiEple*, with the 
< nvptim of ScHcB, uul, for Miything I tnow, of AriBlotle. ok not tbe mart felialoia. 
Vnllj'i Tcnntu, uid Soctsta' Xwitippc, bj do nieuii sjntriboted to th«r hiulmDdf' 
■uppiuai, vbstOTM' thaj might do to their philosophy — Cito gave anj his wife — of 
Vmtd** w* know iMrtJiitig — uid of Seneca'K, onl; thuL ihc vu dispowd to die «ith 
liim, bat moTOvd and JiTed HTenl jfxu kfUrmrds. Bat nji Lionudo, " L'aoavi 
i animali cirilt, (peondo OMDC * tnllj I AlocofL" And thsDM oDodDdei that tba 
fmUrt proof of Itra animafi eitiimi* "U ptini* eangiuiiiiaiie, dalikqaab mnllipli- 
<■!■ BUM U CiUL" 



CAN'TO THE SECOND. 



Thb Spirit of the fervent dajs of Old, 

When words were things that came to pass, and thought 

Flash'd o'er the future, bidding men beliold 
Their children's children's doom already brought 

Forth from the abyss of time which is to be, 

The chaos of events, where lie half-wrought 
Shapes that must undergo mortality; 

What the great Seers of Israel wore witliin, 

That spirit was on them, and is on me. 
And if, Cassandra- like, amidst the din 

Of conflict none will hear, or hearing heed 

This voice from out the Wilderness, the ain 
Be theirs, and my owii feelings be my meed. 

The only guerdon I have ever known. 

Hast thou not bled ? and hast thou still to bleed, 
Italia ? Ah I to me such things, foreshown 

With dim sepulchral light, bid me forget 

In thine irreparable wrongs my own; 
We can have but one country, and even yet 

Thou'rt mine — my bones shall be within thy breast^ 

My soul within thy language, which once set 
With our old Roman sway in the wide West; 

But I will make another tongue arise 

As lofty and more sweet, in which express'd 
The hero's ardour, or the lover's sighs. 

Shall find alike such sounds for every theme 

That every word, as brilliant as thy skies. 
Shall realise a poet's proudest dream, 

And make thee Europe's nightingale of song; 

So that all present speech to thine shall aeem 
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loi. 



The note of meaner bird?, and every tongne 

Confess its barbarism wlien compared witli thine. 
This shalt thou owe to him thou didst so wrong. 

Thy Tuscan bard, the baiiish'd GhibeUine. 
Woe! woe I the veil of coming centuries 
la rent, — a thousand years which yet supine 

Lie like tlie ocean waves ere winds arise. 
Heaving in dark and sullen undulation. 
Float from et«mity into these eyes; 

The atormc yet sleep, the clouds still keep their atation. 
The unborn earthquake yet is in the womb, 
Tlie bloody chaos yet expects creation, 

But all things are disposing £or thy doom; 
The elements await but for the word, 
"Let there be darkness!" and thou grow'st a tomb! 

Yes I tliou, so beautiful, shalt feel the sword. 
Thou, Il«iy ! so fair tliat Paradise, 
Revived in thee, blooms forth to man restored ; 

Ah ! must the sons of Adam lose it twice ? 
Tliou, Italy; whose ever golden fields, 
Plough'd by the sunbeams solely, would suffice 

Tor the world's granary ; thou, whose sky heaven gilds 
With brighter stars, and robes with deeper blue ; 
Thou, in whose pleasant places Summer builds 

Her palace, in whose cradle Empire grew. 
And form'd the Eternal City's ornaments 
From spoils of kings whom freemen overthrew ; 

Birthplace of heroes, sanctuaJy of saints. 

Where earthly first, then heavenly glory made 
Her borne; thou, all whicli fondest fancy paints. 

And finds her prior vision but portray'd 

In feeble colours, when the eye — from the Alp 
Of horrid snow, and rock, and shaggy shade 

Of desert-loving pine, whose emerald scalp 

Nods to the storm — dilates and dotes o'er thee. 
And wistfully implores, as 'twere, for help 

To see thy sunny fields, my Italy, 

Nearer and nearer yet, and dearer still 

The more approach'd, and dearest were tliey free. 

Thou— thou must wither to each Ivmnt's will : 
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The Gotli liath been,— the German, Frank, and Ilun 

Are jet to come, — and on the imperial hill 
Ruin, already proud of t!ie deeds done 

By the old barbarians, there awaits tJie new. 

Throned on the Palatine, while lost and won 
Rome at her feet lies bleeding; and the hue 

Of human sacrifice and Roman slaughter 

Troubles the clotted air, of lat« so blue, 
And deepens into red the saffron wat«r 

Of Tiber, thick with dead ; the helpless priest. 

And still more helpless nor less holy daugliter, 
Vow'd to their God, have shrieking fled, and ceased 

Their ministry : the nations take their prey, 

Iberian, Almoin, Lombard, and the beast 
And bird, wolf, vulture, more humane than they 

Are ; these but goi^ the flesh, and Jap the gore 

Of the departed, and then go tlieir wajj 
Rut those, the human savages, explore 

All patlis of tortnre, and insatiate yet, 

"With Ugolino Jiunger prowl for more. 
Nine moons shall rise o'er scenes like this and set;' 

The chicfless army of the dead, which late 

Beneath the traitor Prince's banner met. 
Hath left its leader's ashes at tlie gate; 

Had but (he royal Rebel live<i, perchance 

Thou hadst been spared, but Jiis involved thy fate. 
Oh I Rome, the spoiler or the spod of FrancCj 

Prom Brennus to the Bourbon, never, never 

Shall foreign standard to thy walls advance. 
But Tiber sliall become a mournful river. 

Oh ! when the strangers pass the Alps and Po, 

Crush them, je rocks ! floods whelm tliem, and for ever ! 
Why sleep tlie idle avalanches so. 

To topple on the lonely pilgrim's head ? 

Why doth Eridanus but overflow 
Tlie peasant's harvest from his turbid bed ? 

Were not each barbarous horde a nobler preyP 

Over Cambyses' liost the desert spread 
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Her sandy ocean, and the aea-waves' away 
RoU'd over Pharaoh and his thousandn, — wliy, 
Mountaina and waters, do ye not as they ? 

And you, ye men ! Romans, who dare not die. 
Sons of the conquerors who overthrew 
Those who overthrew proud Xerses, where yet lie 

The dead whose toinb Oljlivion never knew. 
Are the AJps weaker than Therinopylie P 
Their passes more alluring to the view 

Of an invader ? is it they, or ye. 

That to each host the mountain-gate unbar. 
And leave the mareh in peace, the passage free ? 

"Why, Nature's self detains the victor's car, 
And makes your land impregnable, if earth 
Could be BO ; but alone she will not war. 

Yet aids tlic warrior worthy of liis birth 

In a soil where llie mothers bring fortli men ; 
Not so with those whose souls are little wortli ; 

i'or them no fortress can avail, — the den 
Of the poor reptile whicli preserves its sting 
Ts more secure than walls of adamant, when 

The hearts of those within are quivering. 

Are je not brave ? Yes, yet the Ausonian soil 
Hath hearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts t^i bring 

Against Oppression ; but how vain tlie toil, 
Wliile still Division sows the seeds of woe 
And weakness, till the stranger reaps the spoil. 

Oh I my own beauteous hnd ! so long laid low. 
So long the grave of thy own children's hopes, 
When there is but required a single blow 

To break the chain yet, — yet the Avenger stops, 
And Doubt and Discord step 'twiit thine aiul thee, 
And join their strength to that which with thee copes ; 

What is there wanting then to set thee free. 
And show thy beauty in its fullest light? 
To make the Alps impassable ; and we, 

ller sons, may do this with mie deed Unite. 
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From out the mass of never-dying ill, 

The Plague, the Prince, the Stranger, and the Sword, 

Vials of wrath but emptied to refill 
And flow again, I cannot all record 

That crowds on my prophetic eye ; the earth 

And ocean written o'er would not afford 
Space for the annal, yet it shall go forth ; 

Yes, all, though not by hmnan pen, is graven. 

There where the farthest suns and stars have birth, 
Spread like a banner at the gate of heaven. 

The bloody scroll of our millennial wrongs 

Waves, and the echo of our groans is driven 
Athwart the sound of archangelic songs, 

And Italy, the martyr'd nation's gore. 

Will not in vain arise to where belongs 
Omnipotence and mercy evermore : 

Like to a harpstring stricken by the wind. 

The sound of her lament shall, rising o'er 
The seraph voices, touch the Almighty Mind. 

Meantime I, humblest of thy sons, and of 

Earth's dust by immortality re&ned 
To sense and suffering, though the vain may scoff, 

And tyrants threat, and meeker victims bow 

Before the storm because its breath is rough, 
To thee, my country t whom before, as now, 

I loved and love, dcvot« the mournful lyre 

And melancholy gift high powers allow 
To read the future : and if now my fire 

la not as once it shone o'er thee, forgive ! 

I but foretell thy fortunes— then expire; 
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Thiiik not that I wonld look on tliem and live. 

A spirit forces me to see and speak. 

And for my guerdon grants not to survive ; 
My heart shall be poui'd over thee and break : 

Yet for a moment, ere I must resume 

Thy sable web of sorrow, let me take 
Over the gleams that flash athwart thy gloom 

A softer glimpse ; some stars shine through thy night, 

And many meteors, and above thy tomb 
Leans sculptured Beauty, wliich Death cannot blight : 

And from thine ashes boundless spirits rise 

To give thee honour, and the earth delight ; 
Thy soil shall still be pregnant with the wise. 

The gay, the learn'd, the generous, and the brave, 

Native to thee as summer to thy skies, 
Conqnerors on foreign shores, and the far wave,' 

Discoverers of new worlds, which take their name ; * 

For thte alone they have no arm to save, 
And all thy recompense is in their fame, 

A noble one to them, but not to thee — 

Shall they be glorious, and thou still the samcP 
Oh ! more than tliese illustrious far sliall be 

The being — and evnn yet be may be born — 

Tiie mortal saviour who shall set thee free. 
And see thy diadem, so changed and worn 

By fresh barbarians, on thy brow replaced ; 

And the sweet sun replenishing thy mom, 
Thy moral morn, too long with clouds defaced, 

And noiious vapours from Avernus risen. 

Such as all they must breathe who are debased 
By servitude, and have the mind in prison. 

Yet through this cccturied eclipse of woe 

Some voices shall be heard, and earth shall listen ; 
Foeta shall follow in the path I show. 

And make it broader : the same brilliant sky 

Which cheers the birds to song shall bid them glow. 
And raise their notes as natural and high ; 

Tuneful shall be tlieir numbers ; they shall sing 
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Many of love, and some of liberty. 
But few shall soar upon that eagle's wing, 

And look in the sun's face, with eagle's gaze. 

All free and fearless as the feather'd king. 
But fly more near t!ie eartli ; how many a phrase 

Sublime shall lavish'd be on some small prince 

In all the prodigality of praise ! 
And language, eloquently false, evince 

The liarlotry of geuius, which, like beauty. 

Too oft forgets its own self-reverence, 
And looks on prostitution as & duty. 

He who once enters in a tyrant's hall ' 

As guest is slave, his thoughts become a booty. 
And the first day which sees the cliain enthral 

A captive, sees his half of manhood gone' — 

The soul's emasculation saddens all 
His spirit ; thus the Bard too near the throne 

Quails from his inspiration, bound to please, — 

How servile is the task to please alone I 
To smooth the verse to suit lus sovereign's ease 

And royal leisure, nor too much prolong 

Aught save his eulogy, and find, and seize. 
Or force, or forge fit argument of song ! 

Thus trammell'd, thus condemn'd to Flattery's trebles, 

He toils through all, still trembling to be wrong ; 
For fear some noble thoughts, like heavenly rebels, 

Should rise up in high treason to his brain. 

He sings, as the Athenian spoke, with pebbles 
In's mouth, lest truth should stammer through his strain. 

But out of the long file of sonneteers 

There shaU be some who will not sing in vain. 
And he, their prince, shall rank among my peers,' 

And love shall be his torment ; but liis grief 

ShaU make an immortality of tears. 
And Italy shall hail liim as the Chief 

Of Poet-lovers, and his higher song 



A rene from the Greek tnigwliaiu, with which PompCJ took leave of OomeliB Di 
•Dterlng the boat in which he wu «Ub. 

' TliB Yeiw and sentiment »re taken from Homer. 
' Petrarch. 
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Br die taaoHfcorr of iia farssic itceaiii. — 
SbS poar Ui »■! aax ^et Jtrmsaikm ; 

Skei when QnA Ued icriasi; sod ks &k& knp 

ShaB, bf die wiDov^ oprcr Jocrka's Aood, 
Btii w t • aowg of Smb, anddbe darp 

OwliM'f, and &b1 Ifi— ph of tne bn^e 

Aai pm^ ad tke Mnfe of heil to wvp 
Tbdr Wnto bom their gmi purpose vscil wmve 

nend-cns ha— cis wkoe tbe fizst red Gross 

Wm criaKM^d fipoB Ids tod? vho died lo av^ 
ShB be hii soed sgOBoil ; the kas 

Of foa, of fiitiiiu, fieetluM, crcn of finne 

Coaleitgd far a time, while the smooth gloas 
Of eunts woald dide o'er his forgoUr^ naMC 

Aad eaD ca pti f itj a hindiiras, meant 

Tadbidd hiai fiPHnmuntr or shame. 
Such dnD be hit meek gnerdon ! who was sent 

To be Christ's Lanre^e — ther reward him weD ! 

HoRsee dooms me but death or banishment, 
Fomm Urn a pittance and a cdl. 

Harder to bear and leas deaerred, for I 

Had stong the &ctio9is which I stroTe to qoell ; 
B«i this meek man who with a lorer's ere 

WiD look on earth and heaTen, and who will deign 

To embahn with his celestial flattery. 
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As poor a thing as e'er waa spawn'd to reign, 
WImt will he do to merit such a doom ? 
Perhaps lie'U htie, — and ia not love in vain 

Torture enough without a living tomb ? 
Yet it will be so — he and his compeer, 
The Bard of Chivalry, will both coDsume 

In penury and pain too many a year, 
And, dying in despondency, bequeath 
To the kind world, which scarce will yield a tear 

A heritage enriching all who breathe 

With the wealth of a genuine poet's soul. 
And to their country a redoubled wreath, 

Unmateh'd by time ; not Hellas can unroll 

Througli her olympiads two such names, though oue 
Of hers be mighty ; — and is this the whole 

Of such men's destiny beneath the sun ? ' 

Must all the finer thoughts, the thrilling sense, 
The electric blood with which their arteries run. 

Their body's self turned soul with the intense 
Feeling of that which is, and fancy of 
That which should be, to such a recompense 

Condact ? shall their bright plumage on the roi^h 
Storm be still scattered ? Yes, and it must be ; 
For, form'd of far too penetrable stuff. 

These birds of Paradise but long to flee 

Back to their native mansion, soon they find 
Earth's mist with tlieir pure pinions not agree. 

And die or are degraded ; for the mind 
Succumbs to long infection, and despair, 
And vulture passions flying close behind. 

Await the moment to assail and tear; 

And when at length the winged wanderers stoop. 
Then is the prey-birds' triumph, then they share 

The spoil, o'erpower'd at length by one fell swoop. 
Yet some have been untouch'd who leam'd to bear. 
Some whom no power could ever force to droop, 

* ["Reader! how Tniisb yoa faa.re admired tTiose exquisitely beautiful and affecting 
(iprtnuturej of Ariosto and Tasso mluch eonelade tha third isnlo of the ' Prophecj of 
Unite I' We there see them characteriBed in number, rtjle, ud sentiment, to 
vnrideifbllr Drnitarpte. that tJiej seem to hare been impired 1^ the rerj geniiu of the 
'MTTimttJt Dante himself."— (J i.«bbbkvib.] 
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Who could resist themselves even^ hardest care I 
And task most hopeless ; but some such have beeu^ 
And if my name amongst the number were^ 

That destiny austere^ and yet serene^ 

Were prouder than more dazzling fame unbless'd ; 
The Alp's snow summit nearer heaven is seen 

Than the volcano's fierce eruptive crest^ 

Whose splendour from the black abyss is flung^ 

While the scorch'd mountain^ from whose burning breast 

A temporary torturing flame is wrung^ 
Shines for a night of terror^ then repels 
Its fire back to the hell from whence it sprung. 

The hell which in its entrails ever dwells. 



Many arc poets who liave never pemi'd 
Their inapiratioii, aiid perchance the best: 
Thej felt, and loved, and- died, but would not Iciul 

Their thoughts to meaner beings; they corapressM 
The god within them, and rejoin'd the stars 
Unlaurell'd upon earth, but far more bless'd 

Tliaii those who are degraded by the jars 
Of passion, and their frailtiea link'd to fame. 
Conquerors of high renown, l)ut full of scars. 

Many are poets but without the name. 
For what is poesy but to create 
From overfeeling good or ill ; and aim 

At an external hfe beyond our fate. 

And be the new Prometheus of new men. 
Bestowing fire from heaven, and then, too late. 

Finding the pleasure given repaid with pain. 
And vultures to the heart of the beatower, 
Who, having lavish'd his high gift in vain. 

Lies chain'd to his lone rock by the sea-shore? 
So be it ; we can bear. — But thus all they 
Whose intellect ta an o'ermasteriug power 

Wliich still recoils from its encumbering clay 
Or lightens it to spirit, whatsoe'er 
The form which their creations may essay. 

Are bards; the kindled marble's bust may wear 
More poesy upon its speaking brow 
Than aught less than the Homeric page may beat; 

One noble stroke with a whole life may glow. 
Or deify the canvass till it shine 
With beauty so surpassing all below. 
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That they who kueel to idols so divine 

Breuk no commandment, for high heaven is there 
Transfused, tranafigurated: and the line 

Of poesy, which peoples hiit tlie air 

With thought and beings of onr thought refliicted, 
Can do no more : than let the artist share 

The palm, he shares the peril, and dejected 
Faints o'er the labour unapproved — Alas ! 
Despair and Genius arc too oft connected. 

Within the ages which before me pass 
Art shall resume and equal even the stray 
Which with Apclles and old Pliidias 

She held in Hellas' unforgotten day. 
Ye shall be taught by Ruin to revive 
The Grecian forms at least from their decay, 

And Bomaii soula at last again shall live 
In Bo man works wrought by Italian hands. 
And temples, loftier than the old temples, give 

New wonders to the world ; and while still stands 
The austere Pantheon, into heaven shall soar 
A dome,' its image, while the base expands 

Into a fane surpassing all before. 

Such as all flesh shall flock to kueel in : ne'er 
Such sight hath been unfolded by a door 

As this, to which all nations shall repair 

And lay their sins at this huge gate of heaven. 
And the bold Architect unto whose care 

The daring charge to raise it shall be given. 

Whom all hearts shall acknowledge as their lord, 
Whether into the marble cUaos driven 

His chisel bid the Hebrew,* at whose word 

■ TbcCopoUofSt. Petar'i. 
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Israel left Egypt, stop the waves in stone. 

Or hoes of Hell be by his pencil pour"!! 
Over the damn'U before the Judgment- throne,' 

Such as I saw them, audi as ail sliall see. 

Or fanes be bnilt of grandeur yet unknown. 
The stream of !iis great tlioughts shall sjiring from me,' 

The Ghibelline, who traversed the three realms 

"Which form the eiopire of eternity. 
Amidst the clash of swords, and clang of helms. 

The age which I anticipatcj no leas 

Shall be the Age of Beauty, and while whelms. 
Calamity the nations with distress. 

The genius of my country shall arise, 

A Cedar lowering o'er the Wilderness, 
Lovely in all its branches to all eyes. 

Fragrant as fair, and recognised afar, 

Wftfting its native incense through the skies. 

Quest' 6 Mosi. quBndo BCeadea del monle, 

B gcan ports del Hums avca ocl rolto. 
Tal era ullor, cbe le aoaiuiti, t yatte 

Acque ei soapese a ae d' iatortin, e tale 

Quonda i1 mtr uhinBe, e ne fe tomha attmi. 
E Toi tue tnrbe na rio Tjlello oluatc 1 

Alula areite iniago a quetta egnsle ! 

Cb' era men fallo I' adonc costui. 

[" And who i> be ttiat, shaped in Acalptured stons 
Sita giant-like I atitni moanmeot of art 
Unparollel'il, vhile langaage eetitia to itart 
Prom hii prompt lipa, and we his precepts CFwn I 
— "TU Moaea ; by his beard's thick honoura known, 
And the twin beams that from his temples dart i 
Tia Mosea ; seated on tlie mount apart, 
Whilst jm the Oodbead o'er his features sbona. 
Sdi^Ii once be look'd, ichen ocean's nundiDg waia 
Suspended bung, and surh amidst the storm. 
When o'er his foes the refluent waten roar'd. 
An idol calf bis folluKers djd engrave ; 
But had tbej raised this ■we-i.-omiaaDdijig (onn, 
Tbea had they with leas guilt (heir work adored."— Boana.] 
' The LtA Judgment, ia the Sistine Chapel. 

* I have rod Minewbere (if I do not err, for I cannot recollect where,) that Danta 
waa so great a fiiTonrite of Michael Angelo's, that he had designed the whole of the 
Sirina Commedia : bat that the Tolnnie eontuning theae atndies was lost by sea. — 
[It was upon the margin of a folio copy of Dante that Michael Angclo drew pen and 
ink illustrations of the teit. The vessel which carried the predons volume foundered 
an its way tiom Leebom to Civita Vecchis. Dnppa tiatu in the Life of Michael 
Auf^lo that it is obvions throughout bis worka that be had fe< 
the poems of Duile.] 
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Sovereigns shall pause amiilst their sport of war, 

Wean'd for an hour from blood, to turn and gaKe 

On canvass or on stone ; and l!iey who mar 
All beauty upon earth, coinpell'd to praise, 

Shall feci the power of tliat which they deatro; ; 

And Art's mistaken gratitude shall raise 
To tyrants who but take her for a toy. 

Emblems and monuraents, and prostitute 

Her charms to pontiffs proud,' who but employ 
The man of genius as the meanest brute 

To bear a burthen, and to serve a need. 

To sell bis labours, and his soul to boot. 
"Wlio toils for nations may be poor indeed, 

But free ; wlio sweats for monarebs ia uo more 

Than the gilt chamberlain, who, clothed and fee'd. 
Stands sleek and slavish, bowing at his door. 

Oh, Power that rulest and inspirest! how 

Is it that tliey on eurtb, wliose earthly jiowcr 
Is likest thine in heaven in outward show. 

Least like to thee in altributes divine. 

Tread on the universal necks that bow, 
And tlien assure us that tlieir rights are thine P 

And how is it that they, the son^ of fame. 

Whose inspiration seems to them to shine 
From high, tliey whom tlie nations oflest name. 

Must pass their days in penury or |)ain. 

Or step to grandeur through the paths of shaine. 
And wear a deeper brand and gaudier chain ? 

Or if their destiny be born aloof 

From lowliness, or tempted tlieuce in vain, 
In their own souls sustain a harder proof, 

The inner war of passions deep and fierce? 

Florence! when thy harsh sentence razed my roof, 

> See the tmtmfiit of Michiul Angela by Joliaa II.. lud liii nogleol by Ltd X. — 
[Julius U. nOojnl hii niDTenttion, kwl eaouiiniged bia itteiiiluuv mt iW Tatiei% 
but oD> monung u he iru entering, fas *M Hupped b; the ponun iu *|jtil«, 
*hn Mid, " 1 baie u older oat ta Let jaa in." Hichul Angilo, luillgnuit at tfa« 
inioll, lad Rome thit my ermiiig:. Though Julioi deat«t(!luid oourisr ntttr 
ODoritr b» biiiiE hin buk. it «u ■ome noiitlia befon ■ moiKnlitlJan wma vStnUd. 
On the Pope otaerring, "In the Mod at jomi cnming to us, jonnenitu baie iipr-H«d 
Uul *« (hoold watt apun fon," Uietuwl Angelc apcwBued with dignitj, Mid matun 
TMomed thtir ucimt rouna, ] 
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I loved tliee ; but the vengeance of mj verse, 

The hate of injuries which every year 

Makes greater, and accumulates my curse. 
Shall live, outliving all thou, holdest dear. 

Thy pride, thy wealth, thy freedom, and even that. 

The moat infernal of all evils here. 
The sway of petty tyrants iik a state ; 

For such sway is not limited to kings. 

And demagogues yield to them but in date. 
As swept off sooner; in all deadly things, 

Whicli make men hate themselves, and one another, 

In discord, cowardice, cruelty, all that springs 
From Death the Sin-born's incest with his mother. 

Id rank oppression in its rudest shape, 

Tlie faction Chief is but the Sultan's brother. 
And the worst despot's far less human ape : 

Florence ! when this lone spirit, which so long 

Yeam'd, as the captive toiling at escape, 
To fly back to thee in despite of wrong, 

An exile, saddest of all prisoners,* 

Who has the whole world for a dungeon strong. 
Seas, mountains, and the horizon's verge for bars. 

Which shut him from the sole small spot of earth 

Where — whatsoe'er his fate — he still were hers. 
His country's, and might die where he had birth — 

Florence ! when this lone spirit shall return 

To kindred spirits, thou wilt feel my worth. 
And seek to honour with an empty iiru 

* [la hifl "Convlto," Diuite spnka of bin banUhmeDl^ and tho povartj ud dutre^ 
vhicli attended it, In lery oSectiag termB. About the year 1316, his friends obtain«d 
his rectontiDD to his country and hia poBseBBiouB, on dondition that be ehoald paj a 
cert&m sum of minej, and, entering a ehuicb, avow bimielf guilt;, and ask pardon at 
the repnbtic. " Par," he replied, "from Uie man wbo is familiar with piiiloeophy, 
be the Benselen buenesB of a heart of earth, that conid iniiCate the inbmj of aume 
olbora, bj offering bimeetf up aa it were in chaine. Par &urD the man who criea 
aloud for jostioa, Uiia compromisfl, bj bia monej, with big peraecutora I No, mf 
Father, this ia not tbe wa; that shall lead me back to mj conntrj. But I shall 
rotoro with bu<t; rtepe, if jon or anj other can open to me a wbj that ahall not 
derogate from the Cune and faoaonr nf Dante ; but if by no such way Florence on be 
entered, then Plorenee I abiUI neier eater. What \ shall I not every where enjoy 
the sight of the inn and stars I and may I not seek and contempUte, in ererj comer 
of the earth under llie canopyofbcaien, cooioling aiiddelighlful truth, withoat first 
renderizig myself ingluHons, nay iniamoiu, to th« people and republic of Flar«noe t 
Bread, I hope, will nut ful me."] 




THE PROPHECY OF DANTK. 



[0* 



Tne aslies thou shalt ne'er obtain — Alas ! 

"What hove I done to thee, my people?"' Stern 
Are nil thy dealings, but in this they pass 
The limits of man's common malice, fur 

Al l that a citizen could be I was; 
liaised by thy will, all tiiine in peace or war. 

And for this thou hast warr'd with me. — 'Tis done: 

I may not overleap the eternal bar 
Built up between us, and will die alone. 

Beholding with tlie dark eye of a seer 

The evil days to gifted souls foreshown. 
Foretelling tliem to those who will not bear. 

As in tlie old time, till tlie hour be come 

When Truth sjiall strike their eyes tlirongh many a tear. 
And make them own the Prophet in his toiob. 

' "E Krine piA volte noa ■ot&ineaM ■ pulicoliwri citUtlini del nggimeoto, ma 
Kaeotn al popolo, e ictn I' allre nam SjiiEtola uaii lungii cfae CDmiiicta : ' PopvU mi, 
quid fta tihi t ' " — Vila di J}anlt icritia da Lionarko A rcliflo. [Eii coontijuen 
•howed, too Ut«, tbM the; knew Lfae nine of what tlicj had loat. Li tbe begianiDg 
of (he ntnt nutnr?, ihej enUeitied Ibat the aabea of Ibeir iltiutriolu citiieo mit;bt be 
rcalored to them ; bnt the people of H*T«nn» were unwilling to p»rt »rilh the bonow 
■blu lucmorial of their ovn boepldiliCj. No better ttceta attended ths lubHqiuut 
negotmljoiii of tbe Flll^fDtine^ tli'jiigh renewed under tbe aaaiuew of L«a X., wd 
eondnrteit Uurongb tbe powerful mediatio-n of Uichael Ang^] 



FRANCESCA OF RIMINL 



UfTEODDCTION TO PEANCESCA OF EIMINI. 



FRiwuraci, dAQghtsr of Quido ila Fotentii, Lord of RBTerma, mu giTen bf hn 
Eliliier ill marriai^e to lADciotbi, bod of UnlAtesLo, Lord of Rimini lADciat(0| who 
waa brare bat defonoed, toired to be i^ecled if he waa Men before the oeremony bj 
lui ile«Utied bride, uid he tbeiefure eent his jannger brotber Paolo, a haiidsome and 
accimjiliahed inan, aa his proxy to many Franceaca, On Bceing Paolo ahe mistook him 
fur her intended huBbaod, aud an attachment enaaed, which ended in their being 
detected in adnltery, sad Blabbed by Laaciolto. State-poliuy vaa the motive iritli 
Freacescs'i father lo tnaiat upoa the match, and Ilia frieada had warned him from tbe 
oatoet that his high-Bpirited daughter woold neTsr (Dhmit to be aacrificed with impa' 
luQ, None of these extennating circamitancaa are related by Dante, but he haa 
CDDdacted hia namdve with infinite lefiDemont and fidelity to natnie. Fiaucesa 
loTM becanae abe ia belored, yet there is no guilty intention with either. Their strong 
aud muCnal attachment ii nnaTowed, until a atorr. in which the feelings of eonb are 
put into worda, becomoi an interpreter between them, (eara tbe veil trom their 
paaaioii, and hnrriea them on to the deplonUe cataitrophe. The episode ia coosidered 
tbe moat pathetic in tbe Dinna Commedio, and it greatly iacreaaei the patfaoa that 
the lather of Pranceeca vaa the friend and protector of the poet. It ia asserted, indeed, 
that this portion of the poem was composed in the honae in which Franoesca was boni, 
A stem justice mingled with the sensibility of Dante, and with ancb rootiTea to 
aonow OTer the &te of the lovers, and while actually representing himself as swooning 
with pity, he has condemned them to a place in hia Infcmo for their crime. Lord 
BjTon most hare felt deeply the poetic version of the tragiii tale, for he held that 
when Dante was tender, he displayed a gentloneea beyond all example. The trans- 
lation was eieentcd at Ravenna in March, 1330. In trausmitUog it to Mr. Uurray, 
Lord ByroD aays : ' ' Badosed yon will find line for line, in third rbyroe (terta rima), 
of which yuur British blackguard reader as yet underBtands nothing, Fanny of 
RiminL I have done it into eramp English, line for line, and rhyme for rhyme, lo 
try the posBibllity, If it is published, publish it with the original." On another 
occasion he called it "the cream of all tnzistatioas," but "er<tiiij> English" is ths 
jnslcr description. The spirit is too much sacrificed to the letter. It has not the 
force, the freedom, uor the melody of tho original, and shows how dose aa approach 
maj be mads to vw-bid Mnmcy without rel«ining the soul of long. 
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FRANCESCA DA RIMINI, 

DANTi; I/INFKRHO. 



CANTO THE FUTBL 



^ SiiDE la terra dove nata fui 

8a la marina^ dove il Po discende 

Per aver pace coi segoaci soi. 
Amor, che al cor gentil ratto tf apprende, 

Prese costoi della bella persona 

Che mi fa tolta; e '1 modo ancor m' offende. 
Amor, ohe a nollo amato amar perdona. 

Mi prese del costoi placer si forte, 

Che, come vedi, ancor non m' abbandona; 
Amor condasse noi ad una morte : 

Caini attende chi vita ci spense : ^' 

Queste parole da lor ci fur porte. 
Da ch' io intesi quell' anime offense 

Chinai 'I viso^ e tanto '1 tenni basso 

Fin che '1 Poeta mi disse: "Che pcnscP** 
Quando risposi cominciai : " lasso I 

Quanti dolci pensier, quanto disio 

Menb costoro al doloroso passo I '^ 
Poi mi rivoisi a loro, e parlai io^ 

£ cominciai : " Francesca, i tuoi martiri 

A lagrimar mi fanno tristo e pio. 



FRANCESCA OF RIMINI. 



FROM TUB INFERNO OF DANTB. 



CANTO THE FIFTH. 



iS 



The land where I was born ^ sits by the seas 

Upon that shore to which the Po descends. 

With all his followers, in search of peace. 
Love, which the gentle heart soon apprehends. 

Seized him for the fair person which was ta'en 

From me," and me even yet the mode offends. 
Love, who to none beloved to love again 

liemits, seized me with wish to please, so strong, 

That, as thou seest, yet, yet it doth remain. 
Love to one death conducted us along. 

But Caina * waits for him our life who ended : " 

These were the accents utter'd by her tongue. — 
Since I first listened to these souls offended, 

I bowM my visage, and so kept it till — 

" What think'st thou ? " said the bard ; * when I unbended. 
And recommenced : " Alas ! unto such ill 

How many sweet thoughts, what strong ecstacies. 

Led these their evil fortune to fulfil ! " 
And then I turn'd unto their side my eyes. 

And said, " Francesca, thy sad destinies 

Have made me sorrow till the teafs arise. 
VOL. II. a 
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Ma dimmi : al tempo de dold sosfHn 
A che, e come coiicedette Amore 
Che conosceste i dabbiusi desiri r ^ 

£d ella a me : ** Dessan massjor dolore 
Che rioordani del tempo fdioe 
Nella misaria; e cib sa il tao dottore. 

Ma se a conoscer la prima radioe 

Del nostro amor tu hai coUnto affetto, 
Far<^ come colni, che piange, e dice. 

Noi leggeramo on giomo per diletto 
Di Lancilotto, come Amor lo strinse : 
Soli erayamo, e senza alcun sospetto. 

Per piu fiate gli occhi ci sospinse 
Quella lettura, e scolorocci ''I viso : 
Ma solo on panto fu quel che ci vinse. 

Quando Icggemmo ii disiato riso 
Esser baciato da cotanto amaiite, 
Questi, che mai da me non fia diviso. 

La bocca mi bacib tutto tremante : 
Galeotto fa il libro, e chi lo scrisse — 
Qael giomo piu non vi lei^gemmo avante.' 

Mentre che V ono spirto questo disse, 
L'altro piangeva sii che di pietade 
lo venni men cosi com' io mons^^ 

£ caddi come corpo morto cade. 
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But tell me, in the season of sweet sighs. 

By what and how thy love to passion rose. 

So as his dim desires to recognize ? " 
Then she to me : " The greatest of all woes 

Is to remind us of our happy days* 

In misery, and that thy teacher knows. 
But if to learn our passion's first root preys 

Upon thy spirit with such sympathy, 

I will do even as he who weeps and says.* 
We read one day for pastime, seated nigh. 

Of Lancilot,' how love enchained him too. 

We were alone, quite unsuspiciously. 
But oft our eyes met, and our cheeks in hue 

All o'er discolour'd by that reading were ; 

But one point only wholly us overthrew ; • 
When we read the long-sigh'd-for smile of her. 

To be thus kiss'd by such devoted lover,* 

He who from me can be divided ne^er 
Kiss'd my mouth, trembling in the act all over : 

Accursed was the book and he who wrote ! 

That day no further leaf we did uncover." 
While thus one spirit told us of their lot. 

The other wept,"* .so that with pity's thralls 

I swoou'd, as if by death I had been smote. 
And fell down even as a dead body falls. 



NOTES TO FfiANCESCA OF RIMINI. 



' RAYOrHA. 

' [The meaning is that ahe was despoiled of her beauty by death, and that the 
manner of her deii^ excites her indignation still. Among Lord Byron*8 nnpablished 
letters are the following different renderings of the passage : — 

'' Seised him for the fiur person, which in its 
Bloom was ta*en from me, yet the mode offends. 

or, 
tieised him for the fiur form, of which in its 
Bloom I was reft, and yet the mode offends. 

LoTe, which to none beloTed to love remits, 

r with mutual wish to please 1 
Seised me^ with wish of pleasing hhn >80 strong, 

[ with the dedre to please J 
That^ as thou aee'st, not yet that»pasdon quits, kc 

Tou will find these readings Tary from the MS. I sent you. They are closer, but 
rougher : take whidi is lik^ best ; or, if you like, print them as Tariations. They 
are all close to the text** — Byron Letters.] 

* fProm Gain, the first fratricide. Caini is that part of the Inferno to whidi 
murderers are condemned.] 

^ [Viigily who is Dante's guide through the infernal regions.] 

"In misery, m^ 1 ^^ I thy teacher knows.**— MS.] 

The teacher was Boetius, whom Dante in his distresses had always between his 
hands. — **In omni adrersitate fortunas infeliciswmum genus infortunii est fuisse 
felicem.** — Boetku.] 

The sense is — 

'' I will do even as one who relates while weeping.**] 

7 [One of the Knights of Arthur's Round Table, and the lover of Genevrai so 
celebrated in romance.] 



NOTES TO FfiANCESCA OF RIMING. l81 

• [" But one point only us j ^J^^ \ ."-MS.] 

• [" To be thus ki88*d by such | jj!^^* | lorer."— MS.] 

^ [The "other spirit'* is Francesca's lover, Paolo. It is the poet himself who swoons 
with pity, and he can hardly have exaggerated his emotion when we consider that he 
had probably been acquainted with Franceeca.] 



THE BLUES: 



A LITERARY ECLOGUE. 



** Ximium ne crctle colori." — Vikcil. 

O trust not, yc beantiful creatures, to hue, 

Tbongb your hair were as red, as your atoekitu/i are O^m^, 



INTEODUCTION TO THE BLTTES. 



VnHtm "hlmi rtmrHnt" took tti nlfin bum the blae sUckingB nf Mr. SlilllBf 
■■1^ m fMBlwm (MmIh rf tib« ttim^tebtie %ho anembled gequenU; kt the 
tw»»rf >bt IfwtMim ItalU««MSntHfHediDpleB»aaCi7totbewboleBodetj, 
ytUdi niiirirtwl irf lolh lan^ aad «w aftarwudi apprapristed to the bookiab Udics^ 
«bo fanned n soBtjucooui apart dit. Had cbpice instead of thnnce prcuded at tb* 
mmiin;. Lord Byron's term "hia^boItU" might have deserved the preference. With 
the •amJitic eye vblcb he east over sooierty, and his hatred of falae preteosioii, it wal 
impouible that the learned airs of noleiuTied ladies ahould escape the rebale of hia 
biting pletuanttT- In "BeppD"and "Don Jnan " he hu bnuhed langbinglj but 
not tenderly, the bine dovn beepriDkled over the wing* of thene bntterfllea, u>d, in 
ISSO, he uonKd hini«lf with pinning ia tliia "Literary Eclogue" a tew ■pedmeiw of 
tlie unre being! vhn fluttered about tlie faahionable world during hia LaodoD tile. 
Ue ailed the jm d'etprit "a mere piece of buffoonery mtct meant for publicatiotl," 
aud it wu solely owing to the entreaties of Mr. Hunt that it appeared in "TIm 
Liberal." With (ome little liTelineaa, tbic triSing effunion wu not, it mnit b« 
aukoowledged, tlie product of a witty or poetic hour. In comparisjn witli the kecnar 
atrukeo in "Don Jnan," it was like atabting with the hilt intteail of with the point 
of the iword. Hnch of ths anmBement, bawerer, dspendot npiin a knowledge of tbe 
original* from whom the clurairt£ra are dniwo, and no tiaditinnary infbrmation eaa 
enable a later generation t<> appishend folly the force of the allnavinB. If the aaUra 
Kiemi Ume, it ia for tlie moat part good •bum uorvd, and eten the aketch of l^dj 
llyron, ander the name of Misa Lilae, la deioid of bittemem. Had bin ipleen beM 
rmlly roueed, the gaiety of bii mockiigt-inaod woold hare been mingled with many ■ 
"glittering ibafl of war." 



THE BLUES: 



A LITEBARY ECT^OOUB 



ECLOGUE THE FIRST. 

London. — Brfore the Door of a Lecture Room. 
Enter Tract, meetinrj Inkel. 

Ink. You're too late. 

Tra. Is it over ? 

Ink, Nor will be this hour. 

But the benches are crammed, like a garden in flower, 
With the pride of our belles, who have made it the fashion ; 
So, instead of " beaux arts/' we may say " la belle passion'* 
For learning, which lately has taken the lead in 
The world, and set all the fine gentlemen reading. 

Tra. I know it too well, and have worn out my patience 
With studying to study your new publications. 
There's Vamp, Scamp, and Mouthy, and Wordswords and Co. 
With their damnable 

Ink. Hold, my good friend, do you know 

Whom you speak to P 

Tra. Eight well, boy, and so does "the Row:"* 

You're an author — a poet — 

Ink. And tliink you that I 

' [Paternoster-Bow — ^long and still celebrated as a very bazaar of booluiellers. Sir 
Walter Soutt ** bitches into rhyme" one of the most imi>ortant firms — that 

" Of Longman, Hurst, Rees, Orme, and Brown, 
Our fathers of tbu liuw."] 
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Can stand tamely in silence, to hear vou decry 
The Muses? 

Tra, Excuse me : I meant no otience 

To the Nine ; though the number who make some pretence 

To their favours is such but the subject to drop, 

I am just piping hot from a publisher's shop, 

(Next door to the pastry-cook^s ; so that when I 

Cannot find the new volume I wanted to buy 

On the bibliopole's shelves, it is only two paces. 

As one finds every author in one of those places :) 

Where I just had been skimming a charming critique. 

So studded with wit, and so sprinkled with Greek ! 

Where your friend — you know who — has just got such a threshing. 

That it is, as the phrase goes, extremely '* re/reshiTig"^ 

What a beautiful word ! 

Ink. Very true ; 'tis so soft 

And so cooHng — they use it a little too oft; 
And the papers have got it at last — but no matter. 
So they've cut up our friend then ? 

Tra, Not left him a tatter — 

Not a rag of his present or past reputation. 
Which they call a disgrace to the age, and the nation. 

Ink, I'm sorry to hear this ! for friendship, you know 

Our poor friend I — but 1 thought it would terminate so. 
Our friendship is such, I'll read nothing to shock it. 
You don't happen to have the Review in your pocket ? 

Tra, No; I left a round dozen of authors and others 
(Very sorry, no doubt, since the cause is a brother's) 
All scrambling and jostling, like so many imps. 
And on fire with impatience to get the next glimpse. 

Ink, Ijct us join them. 

Tra, What, won't vou return to the lertiin-? 

Ink, Why the place is so cramm'd, there's not room for a spictre. 
Besides, our friend JScamp is to-day so absurd — 

Tra, How can you know that till you hear him ? 

Jnk. 1 heard 

Quite enough ; and, to tell you the truth, my retreat 
Was from his vile nonsense, no less than the heat. 

'[This cant phrase was firet used in the Rliulmrgh luvicw — |.rolal>ly by 
Mr. Jefirej.] 
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Tra. I have had no great loss then ? 

InJt. Loss ! — such a palaver ! 

Fd inoculate sooner mv wife with the slaver 
Of a dog when gone rabid, than listen two hours 
To the torrent of trash which around him he pours, 
PumpM up with such effort, disgorged with such labour. 
That come — do not make me speak ill of one's neighbour. 

Tra. I make you ! 

Ink. Yes, you ! I said nothing ontil 

You compelled me, by speaking the truth 

Tra. lb speaJk iUf 

Is that your deduction P 

Ink. When speaking of Scamp ill, 

I certainly ,^//wr, not set an example. 
The fellow's a fool, an impostor, a zany. 

Tra. And the crowd of to-day shows that one fool makes many. 
But we two will be wise. 

Ink. Pray, then, let us retire. 

Tra. I would, but 

Ink. Tliere must be attraction much higher 

Tlian Scamp, or the Jew's harp he nicknames his lyre. 
To ci.ll you to this hotbed. 

Tra. I own it — 'tis true — 

A fair lady 

Ink. A spinster ? 

Tra. Miss Lilac. 

Ink. The Blue 1 

Tra. The heiress ! Tlie angel ! 

Ink. The devil ! why, man. 

Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can. 
You wed with Miss Lilac ! 'twould be your perdition : 
She's a poet, a chyniist, a mathematician. 

Tra. I say she's an angel. 

Ink. Say rather an angle. 

If you and she marry, you'll cerUiinly wrangle. 
I say she's a Blue, man, as blue as the ether. 

Tra, And is that any cause for not coming together? 

Ink. Humph ! I can't say I know any happy alliance 
Which has lately sprung up from a wedlock with science* 
She's so learned in all things, and fond of concerning 



Herself in all matters connected with learning. 
That 

Tra. What ? 

Ink. I perhaps may as well hold ray tongae j 

But there's five hundred people can tell you you're wiong^ 

2^a. You forget lady Lilac's as ricb as a Jew. 

Ini. Is it miss or the cash of mamma you jiursue P 

Tra, Why, Jack, I'll be fra-nk with you — something of both. 
The girl's a fine girl. 

hi. And you feel nothing loth 

To her good lady-mother's reversion ; and yet 
Her life is as good as your owu, I will bet, 

Tra, Let her live, and us long as she likes ; T demand 
Nothing more than the heart of her daughter and hand. 

fjii. Why, that heart's in the inkstand — that hand on the pen. 

I^a. A propos — Will you write me a song now and tben? 

Ini. To what purpose ? 

Tra. You know, my dear friend, that in proM 

My talent is decent, as far as it goes ; 
But in rhyme 

Ini. You're a terrible stick, to be sure. 

TVa. I own it; and yet, in these times, there's no lure 
For the heart of the fair like ti stanza or two ; 
And so, as I can't, will you furnish a few ? 

Ivi. In your nameP 

Tra. In my name. I will copy them out, 

To slip info her hand at the very nest rout. 

Ini. Are you so far advanced as to hazard this ? 

7Va. Why, 

Bo you think me subdued by a Blue-stocking's eye, 
So for as to tremble to tell her in rhyme 
What I've told her in prose, at the least, as sublime? 

Ink, Am suilime ! If it be so, no need of my Muse. 

Tra. But consider, dear Inkel, she's one of the " Blues," 

Ink. As sublime ! — Mr. Tracy — I've nothing to say. 
Stick to prose^As subhme ! ! — but I wish you good day. 

Tra. Nay, stay, my dear fellow — consider — I'm wrong; 
I own it ; but, prithee, compose me the song. 

iitk. At subkut. ! 1 

Tra. I but used the expression in haste. 
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Ink. That may be, Mr. Tracy, but shoa-a damii'd bad taste. 

Tra. I own it, I know it, acknowledge it — what 
Can 1 say to you more ? 

Ink. I see what you'd be at : 

You disparage my parts with insidious abuse, 
I'll! you think you can turn them best to your own use. 

Tra. And is that not a si^ I rcapect them ? 

Ink. Why tlut 

To be sure makes a difference. 

Tra. I know what is what : 

And you, who're a man of the gay world, no less 
Than a poet of t'other, may easily guesa 
That I never could mean, by a word, to offend 
A genius like you, and moreover, my friend. 

Ink. No doubt; you by this time should know what is due 
To a man of but come — let us ehake hands. 

Tra. You knew. 

And jou knota, my dear fellow, how heartily I, 
Whatever you publish, am ready to buy. 

Ink. That's my bookseller's business; I care not for sale; 
Indeed the best poems at first rather fail. 
There were Renegade's epics, and Botherby's plays,' 
And my own grand romance 

Tra, Had its full share of praise. 

1 myself saw it puff'd in the " Old Girl's Eeview." * 

Ink. What Review ? 

Tra. 'Tis the English " Journal de Trcvoux ; " 

A clerical work of our Jesuits at home. 
Have you never yet seen it ? 

Ink. That pleasure's to come. 

Tra. Make haste then. 

Ink. Why so ? 

Tra. I have heard people say 

Tliat it threatened to give up the gho»t t'other day. 

Ink. Well, that is a sign of some gpirit. 

' [Maura. Sonthey and Bothebj.] 

* \"1il (liudmatliei't BeTieir, the Brilikli," vbich biu linDe been gathered lo 
gisDdinolhen.] 

' [The "Journal de Tremui" (in fiftj-Bii rolumai) ia one of the roort rarii 
oolloctioM of litoniry goMip in tlii world, aud tha Foet piud the Briluh Eeview 
eilreritgant ciiiuplimeut wLcn lio iwidi' the cunipiLruiua.1 



Tra. ^'o doubt. 

Shall you be at the Countess of riildlL-corae's rout? 

M. I've a card, and shall go : but at present, as soon 
As friend Scamp shall be pleased to step down from the moon 
(Where he seems to be soaring iti search of his wits). 
And an interval grunts from hia lecturing hts, 
I'm engaged to the I.ady Bluebottle's collation. 
To partake of a luncheon and learn'd conversation ; 
"Tis a sort of reunion for Scamp, on the days 
Of bis lecture, to treat iiim with cold tongue and praise. 
And I own, for ttiy own part, that 'tis not unpleasant. 
"Will you go ? There's Miss Lilac will also be present. 

Tea. That " metal's attractive." 

Ink. No doubt — to the pocket. 

Tra. You should rather encourage ray passion than shock it. 
But let us proceed ; for I thiuk by the hum 

Ink. Very true ; let us go, then, before they can come, 
Ot else we'll be kept here an hour at their levee. 
On the rack of cross questions, by all the blue bevy. 
Hark ! Zounds, they'll be on us ; I know by the drone 
Of old Dotberby's spouting ex-cathedrd tone. 
Ay ! there he is at it. Poor Scamp 1 better join 
Your friends, or he'll pay you back in your own coin, 

Tra. All fair; 'tis but lecture for lecture. 

hk. That's clear. 

But for God's sake let's go, or the Bore will be here. 
Come, come : nay, I'm off. 

Tra, You are right, and I'll follow j 

'Tis high time for a " Sic me lenavii Apollo." ' 

,\(id yet we sball have the whole crew on our kibes, ' 

Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and secviid-haiid scribes, 

' [''ftotbrbf u m good mu — rhTniti 'vcU fif cot wiioly) ; but ii > bore. lie tuiM 
fuD bjr the bottoD. One night of a rout at Un. Hope's, bo bad Guteasd npoD m« — . 
(anmcthiug abonl Agamemnoa, or 0i«9tea, or lome of his playa) DOtwithJSbmdiiig mj 
lytDjitoma of nuuiifert diiu»a^(fur I waa id love, nrnl juit nicked a aiDut« wbaa 
npltber matheix, nor hoiibuidi, nor rivKla, nor goHipa vers near mj then idol, wba 
mi Wutifiil ai the itatoea of tbe galleiy when we Btaxl at the time). Sotbebj. I 
njr, hiul leiud upon me bj the button and the heart-itrings, and Epured ncitJier. 
William Spencer, vho lilua fun, and don't diiliks miBchiefl >av m; case, and omning 
up lo iu both, took me bjtha hand, and pathetieall; bade me farewell ; 'for,' aaid 
he, ' I lee it ji all orer with jon.' Sotbebj tlien want U> waj : 'lien* irrvant 
Apollo.' "—B-rroH Diary, 1821.] 



All lliifkiiig to moisten tlieir ex<|iiisite tiirottlea 
With a gliisa ul' Muduirii at Lail/ Ulut: bottle's. 



ECLOGUE THE SECOND. 

Ah ApitrlniCTii in Ae ITuiuK of Liat But'iBOTTI-K. — A TiiUt prepared. 
SiK Bioaiui Bluesottlb lotia. 
Was tliere ever a mau who was married so sorry ? 
Like a fool, I must needs do the thing in a hurry. 
My life is reversed, and my quiet desiroy'd ; 
My days, which once pass'd in so geiille a void. 
Must now, every hour of the twelve, be empJoy'd ; 
The twelve, do I say?— of the whole twenty-four. 
Is there one which I dare call my own any more ? 
Wliat with driving and visiting, dancing and dining, 
What with learning, and teaching, and scribbling, and shining, 
In science and art, I'll be cursed if I kuow 
Myself from my wife ; for although we are two. 
Yet she somehow contrives that all things shall be done 
lu a style which proclaims us eternally one. 
Kut tlic iliin'.; of all things which distresses uie more 
Than the bills of the week (though they trouble me sore) 
Is the numerous, humorous, backbiting crew 
Of scribblers, wits, lecturers, white, black, and blue, 
Wlia are brought to my house as an inn, to my cost — 
For the bill here, it seems, is defroy'd by liie host — 
No pleasure ! no leisure t no thought for my pains. 
But to hear a vile jargon which addles my briuns ; 
A smaller and chatter, gleaii'd out of reviews. 
By the r;ig, tag, and bobtail, of those they call "Bluks;" 

A rabble who know not But soft, here they come ! 

Would to God 1 were deaf! as I'm not, I'll be dumb. 



Enter LiVt Btcttom^ Him Liuo, Lidt Bldiji 
Tbiot, Mtss UiURnK, and urAfl-i, wi(A ^i 

Zady BlHtb. Ahl Sir Bicluird, good mc 
sosae friends. 



in;; : I've brout-hl you 



Sir Rich, {bows, oiid afterward* asitle). If frien<ls, thej're tlie 

Lady Blued. But the luncheon attends. 

I prny je be seated, " taiu cerifmcmie." 
Mr. Scamp, you're fatigued; take yoiir chair there, next me, 

[They all liL 

Sir Rich, (aside). If he does, his fatigue is to come. 

Latly Blueb. Mf. IVacy^ 

Lady Bluemount — Miss Lilac — lie pleased, pray, to place je; 
And you, Mr. Botherby — 

Both. Oh, my dear Lady, 

I obey. 

Lady Blueb. Mr. Inkel, I ought to upbrud ye : 
You were not at the lecture. 

Ink. Escnse me, I was ; 

But the heat forced me out in the best part — alas I 
And when — 

Ltuly Slitei. To be sure it waa broiling ; but then 
You have lost such a lecture 1 

Both. Tlie best of the ten. 

Tra. How can you know that ? there are two more, 

Both. Because 

I defy liim to beat this day's wondrous applause. 
The very walls shook. 

Inh. Oh, if that be the test, 

I iiilow our friend Scamp has tliis day done his best. 
Miss LiUc, permit me to help you; — a wing? 

Mitt Lil. No more, air, I thank you. Who lectures next spring ? 

Bolk. Dick Dunder. 

ItiM. That is, if he lives. 

Mitt Lil. And why not? 

Ink. No reason whatever, save that lie's a sot. 
Latly Bluemount I a ghiss of Madeira? 

Ladg Btuem. With pleasure, 

Ink. How does your friend Word swords, that Wiiidermero 
treasure ? 
Doi'S be stick lo his lakes, like the leeches he sings. 
Ami their gatherers, as Homer sung warriors and kings? 

loitg Bluem. lie lias just got a i)kce. 

Ink, As a footman ° 




T.iidy Bliiem. For slinme t 

Ni>r iirofrtiie willi joar sneers so pmlic a name. 

Ink. Nay, 1 meant hiia no evil, but pitied his master; 
Vor the poet of pi^dlers 'twere, sure, no disaster 
To wear a new livery ; tlie more, as 'tis not 
'i'lie first time he lias turn'd both his creed and his coat. 

Ijody Bluem. For shame! 1 repeat. If Sir George could but 
liear 

Lady Slueb. Never mind our friend lukel; we all koovr, my 
dear, 
'Tis his way. 

Sir Rick. But this place 

Ink. Is perhaps like friend Scamp's, 

A lecturer's. 

Ladff Bluem. Excuse me — 'tis one in liie " Stamps :" 
He is made a collector.' 

Tra. Collector ! 

Sir Sick. IIow? 

MUm Lit. What P 

Ink. I shall think of him oft vhen I buy a new hat : 
There his works will appear 

Laily Bluem. Sir, tliey reach to the Ganges. 

hi. I sha'n't go so far — I can have iheni at Grange's.' 

iMiy Blveb. Oh fie I 

Miss Lil. And for shame I 

Lady Bluem. You're too bad. 

Both. Very good I 

Lui!^ Bluem. How good P 

Ladg Slueb. He means nought — 'tis his plirase, 

Lady Bluem. He grows rude. 

Lady Blueb. He meana nothing ; nay, ask liim. 

Lady Bluem. Pray, Sir 1 did you menu 

What you say? 

Ink. Never mind if he did; 'twill be seea 

That whatever he means won't alley wliat he says. 

Both. Sir? 

Ink. Pmy be content with your portion of praise; 

'Twns in yonr defence. 



Boti. If you please, with submission 

I can moke out inj own. 

Ink It would be your perdition. 

Wliile yon live, ray dear Botlierby, never defend 
Yourself or your works ; but leave both to a friend. 
Apropos — Is your play tlieii accepted at last ? 

BuiA. At lust P 

Iiti, Why I thought — that's to say — there had pass'd 

A few green-room whispars, whicli hinted, — you know 
That the titste of tlie actors at best is so so.* 

MaiA. Sir, tlie green-room's in rapture, and so's the Commiltee, 

Iiijt, Ay — yours are the playa for exciting our " pily 
And fear," as the Greek says : for " purging the niind," 
I doubt if you'll leave us an equal behind. 

HotA. I have written the prologue, and meant to liave pray'd 
For a spice of your wit in an epilogue's aid. 

Iiii. Well, time niougli yet, when the play's to be pl.iy'd. 
Is it cast yet? 

£o(A, The actors nre figliting for parts. 

As is usual in that most liliifious of Hrts. 

Lad^ Blueb. We'll all make a party, uTid go tlie/r*^ night. 

Tra. And you promi^-ed the epilogue, Inktl. 

Ink. Not quite. 

However, to save my fripiul Ilolhrrby Ironhle, 
I'll do what 1 c;in, tliougli my pains must hi; double. 

Tra. Why so? 

Ink. To do justice to what goes before. 

BulA. Sir, I'm happy to say, I've no fears on that score. 
Your ports, Mr. Inkel, are 

I«k. Never mind mine ; 

Slir-k to those of your ploy, which is quite your own line. 

La-li/ Bluem You're a fugitive writer, 1 think, sir, of rhyme*? 

Ink. Yes, ma'am ; and a fugitive reader sometimes. 
On VVordswordf, for instance, I seldom alight, 
(Jr on Mouthcy, his friend, without tiikiiig to flight. 

* ("When I bcliinSKl to the D1-U17 Iads CrmtaiOet, Uia number of jiljtji ii|»a lb* 

■boI'U trvn kbaut five bnnilred. Mr. tniUieb/ i>1>tli;iugl; nflirw) lUjktL bin triicediM, 
iuhI I (ildlgcil uiyHlf. ond— DotwitbafauiiliDii nuny aqiubblca Vtlb raj (nianillM 
timtbnn — did |crt Inn uccpwd, r(«d. iwd tbv inrb dUtrtbuWd. Bui la I is lb* 
very hoori of iitt matter, upou »unie Itjiid-nnm on ibo i«it of K«Ui, or WM1 "'' " ' 
Ibii uf U<c ttuOiuT, SuUicbj wilUdii'W bi> |>Uj."— iljiron iHaiy, I8il,] 




Lad^ Bluevt. Sir, your Uate is too common; but time aod 
posterity 
Will right these great men, and tliia age's severity 
Uecorae its reproacli. 

Ink. I've no sort of objection. 

So Vm not of the party to take the iiifectioii. 

haJy Blueb. Perhapa you have doubts that they ever will take? 

Ink. Not at all ; on the contrary, those of the lake 
Have taken already, and still will continue 
To take — what they can, from a groat to a guinea. 
Of pension or place ; — but the subject's a bore. 

tadg Bluem. Well, sir, the time's coming. 

Ink. Scamp I don't yon feel sore ? 

What say you to this P 

Scamp. They have mcnt, I own ; 

Though their system's absurdity keeps it unknown. 

Ink, Then why not unearth it in one of your lectures? 

Scamp. It is only time past wliicli comes under my strictures. 

Ladi/ Blueb. Come, a truce with all tartness; — the joy of my 
heart 
Is to see Nature's triumph o'er all tliat is art. 
Wild Nature ! — Grand Shakspeare ! 

Both. And down Aristotle I 

Ladg Bluem. Sir George' thinks exactly with Lady liluebottle: 
And my Lord Seventy-four,' who jirotects our dear Bard, 
And wlio gave bim liis place, has the greatest regard 
For the poet, who, singing of pedlers and asses, 
Has found out the way to dispense with Parnassus. 

Tm. And you. Scamp ! — 

S'.'amp. I needs must confess I'm embnrrass'd, 

Ink. Don't call upon Scamp, who's already so haniss'd 
With old tckoolt, and new teAoolt, and no seAools, and all tehooh. 

Tra. Well, one thing is certain, tliat some must be fools. 
I should like to know who. 

Ink. And 1 should not be aorry 

To know who are not: — it would save us some worry. 

' \Sii George BesDmnnt — a conitiuit frwnd of Mr. Worilnrarth.] 
< [It wu out Uie UM Earl of Loamlale, but Jidibb, the tint earl. 

bailil and man » "hip of ■ercntj-foar gnn> ' '- "' — ' '*'- ' 

beoce lliL' Kiubri^utt in tbe text.] 



Ladij Blueb. A truce with remark, and let nothing control 
Tiiia " feast of our reason, and flow of the soul." 
Oh! my dear Mr. Botherby ! sympathise I — I 
Now feel such a rapture, I'm ready to fly, 
I feel so elastic — "so buoyant — so huogavt!'" 

Ink. Tracy ! open the window. 

Tra, I wish her mach joy on't. 

Both. For God'a sake, my Lady Bluebottle, check not 
This gentle emotion, so seldom our lot 
Upon earth. Give it way : 'tis an impulse which lifts 
Our spirits from earth; the subhraest of gifts; 
Fur which poor Prometheus was chain'd to his mountain : 
'Tis the source of aD sentiment — feeling's true fountain; 
'Tia the Vision of Heaven upon Earth : 'tis the gas 
Of the aoul : 'tis the seizing of shades as they pass, 
Aud making them substance : 'tis something divine : — 

Ink. Shall I help you, my friend, to a little more wine ? 

Both. I thank you ; not any more, sir, till I diue. 

Ink. Apropos — Do you dine with Sir Humphry* to dayP 

Tra. I should think with Iluke Humphry whs more in ; 
way. 

Ink. It might be of yore ; but we authors now look 
To the Knight, as a landlord, much more than ihe Duke. 
The truth is, each writer now quite at his ease is, 
And {except with his publisher) dines where he pleases. 
But 'tis now nearly five, and I must to the Park. 

Tra. And I'll take a turn with you there till 'tis dark. 
Aud you Scamp — 

Scamp. Excuse me ! I must to my notes, 

For my lecture next week. 

Ink. He must mind whom he quotes 

Out of "Elegant Extracts." 

LaJif Bliieb. "Well, now we break up; 

But remember Miss Diddle' invites us to sup, 

' Fsct from life, irith the imnf». 

* [Sir Huiaphrj Davj, Preaident of the KojbI Society.] 

■ iThe lute Miss L;dii White, vhose ambitjou wag to be the hostess or the litem? 1 
Klebrities of the daf. Sir W. Scott describes her ns n lady "wilh stockings nineteeA I 
time^'niae djed blue," soperaliiuidiuit liTelisess and some vit, great gond-nature luid J 
extreme ahgnrdit]'. He mentinns unnog her eiCravagaoces tiiat she drefscd on Hnj- I 
Any morning like the Quc«n of the CliimDej SveepB. The Isit time he mv ber >ll*|| 
wu Ijing on ft oonch ' ' ranged, jesting, and dpug."] 
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Ink. Then at two hours past midnight we all meet again. 
For the sciences, sandwiches, hock, and champaignel 

Tra, And the sweet lobster salad ! 

Both, I honour that meal ; 

For 'tis then that our feelings most genuinely — feel. 

Ink. True ; feeling is truest then, far beyond question : 
I wish to the gods 'twas the same with digestion ! 

Lad^ Blued. Pshaw! — never mind that; for one moment of 
feeling 
Is worth — God knows what. 

Ink. 'Tis at least worth concealing 

For itself, or what follows— ^But here comes your carriage. 

Sir Rich, {aside). I wish all these people were d d with my 

marriage! 



THE VISION OF JUDGMENT. 



Vf 



QUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 



SUGGESTED BY TUE COMPOSITION' SO BNTITLED BY THE AUTHOR 

OP "WAT TTLBR.* 



*' A Pniiiel oome to judgment ! yea, a Daniel I 
I thank thee, Jew, lor teaehwf me that word.** 



It hath been wisely said, that " One fool makes many ; " and it 
hath been poetically observed — 

" Th&t fi»lB nub ID where sDgcIs fnr to tread." — Port. 

If Mr, Southey had uot rushed in where he had no business, and 
where he never was before, and never will be again, the following 
poem would not have been writteu. It is not impossible that it may 
be as good as hia own, seeing that it cannot, by any species of 
stupidity, natural or acquired, be loorae. The gross flattery, the dull 
impudence, the renegado intolerauce, and impious cant, of the poem 
by the author of "Wat Tjler," are something so stupendous as to 
form the sublime of himself — containing the quintessence of his own 
attributea. 

So much for his poem — a word on his preface. In this preface 
it has pleased the magnanimous Laureate to draw the picture of a 
supposed " Satanic School," the which he doth recommend to the 
notice of the legislature; thereby nddiug to his other burels the 
ambition of those of an informer. If there exists anywhere, except 
in liis imagination, such a School, is he not sufficiently armed against 
it by his own intense vanity ? Tlie truth is that there are certain 
writers whom Mr. S. imagine, like Scrub, to have "talked of Aim; 
for they kughed consumedly." 

I think I know enough of most of the writers to whom he is 
supposed to allude, to assert, that they, in their individual capacities, 
have done more good, in the charities of hfe, to their fellow-creiitures, 
ill any one year, than Mr. Southey lias done harm to himself by his 



abaurditiea in liis wliole life ; and this is saying a great deal. But I 
hfive a few questinns to ask. 

Istly, Is Mr. Soiithey the author of " Wat Tyler ?" 

2nd1y, Was he not refused a remedy at law by the higlimt judge 
of his beloved England, because it was a blasphemous and seditious 
publication ? * 

3rdly, Was he not entitled by Wiiliam Smith, ia full parliament, 
" a rancorous renegado ? " t 

4-thly, Is he not poet laureate, with his own lines on Martin the 
regicide staring him in the face ? J 

And, 6tldy, Putting the four preceding it^ms together, with what 
conscience dare he call the attention of the laws to the publications 
of others, he they what they may ? 

I say nothing of the cowardice of such a proceeding ; its mennness 
speaks for itself; but I wish to touch upon the motive, which is 
neither more nor less than that Mr. S. has been kughed at a little lu 
some recent publications, as be was of yore in the " A nti -jacobin," 
by his present patrons. Hence all this " skimble scarohle stuff" 
about " Satanic," and so forth. lIoweTcr, it is worthy of him — 
" qualis all iuceplo." 

If there is anything obnoxious to the political opinions of a portioB 
of the public in the following poem, they may tJiank Mr. Soulhejr. 
He might have written hexameters, as he has written every thing elsa^ 
for aught that the writer cared — had they been opon another subject. 
But to attempt to canonise a monarch, who, whatever were bit 

* [Thew wen not Ui« erprealonB cinplo;i>d by Lord Eldon. Be laid don Ol 
tirinciplo that ' ' dunngci cancDt b« rccoTcreJ foi ■ work rhich it cnlcobtcd to do 
ii|jur;f to th« public," and iiupectiDg Wat Tyler to be of tbii deKnpliuD, he refued 
tha iaJaimtLDD until Saathnj lUKeeded ia Dbtainiiis danuigea in u utidD. Wat Tjler 
«u writtcD ti the age ot twcuty-onc when SontiHjr wu a repablicao, iwd wm 
vntrutted to two bookB^en. who agreed to pnbliah it, bat nmr pBt it to pms. TiM 
MS. woi Dut returned to the aathor, and In IBIT, at Uio iatenal of tw«it7'lhr«« fCMl, 
vhen Ilia Bentiuienta were widrl; dilTerent, it wai printed ta hii graat Knoojanc^ hp 
peraoDi vho were mppnwd lo have cbtoined it Bomptiliouily,] 

+ [Mr. Wiliiani Smith, M.P. tot Horwidi, Bttaalted Mr. Sxathey in the Hoax ef 
Commoiji on the Utb of March, 1S17, anil the Launialc nptied b; ■ UUci iu the 
Ooarur.] 

t [Among tbe tfuaioni of Mr. BmlliBj't jnTcnile muse, ia a laudator; " Itianiptioa 
fur the A|iaitm«it in Chepatow Caatl^ where Uvatj Martin, Uie Buicide, wm 
inipriaoDed thirt; jeom." Canning wittily paroiliFH it in the Anti-jaiofiin, by h^ 
well-known " laicriptian tv Ike Door uf the OH in Nev^atr, whare Hn. BivmriMi 
the 'Prcutice-ddc, wua euu£uul, preriout tuhtr BiiYUtiuu.'*] 
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liouseliold virtues, wa? neither a auccessfiil nor a patriot king, — 
inasmuch as eeveral years of his reign passed in war with America 
and Ireland, to say Dothiiig of the Rggressioii upon Prance — like all 
otlier eiaggeration, necessarily begets opposition. In whatever 
maimer he may be spoken of in this new " Vision," his public career 
will not be more favourably transmitted by history. Of his private 
virtues (although a little expensive to the nation) there can be no 
doubt. 

With regard to the supernatural jiersonagea treated of, I can only 
say that I know as much about them, and (as an honest man) have 
a better right to talk of them than Robert Southey. 1 have also 
treated them more tolerantly. The way in which that poor insane 
creature, the Laureate, deals about his judgments in the next world, 
is like liis own judgment in this. If it was not completely ludicrous, 
it wonld be something worse. I don't think tiiat there is much 
more to say at present. 

QUEVEDO REDITTVUS. 

P.S, — It is possible that some readers may object, in these 
objectionable times, to the freedom with which saints, angels, and 
spiritual persons discourse in this "Vision." But, for precedents 
upon such points, I must refer him to Fielding's " Journey from this 
World to the next," and to the Visions of myself, the said Quevedo, 
in Spanish or translated. The reader is also requested to observe, 
that no doctrinal tenets are insisted upon or discussed; that the 
person of the Deity is carefully withheld from sight, which is more 
than can be said for the Laureate, who hath thought proper to make 
him talk, not "like a school-divine," but like the unscholarlike Mr. 
Southey. The whole action passes on the outside of heaven : and 
Chaucer's " Wife of Bath," Pulci's " Morgante Maggiore," Swift's 
" Tale of a Tub," and the otlier works above referred to, are cases 
in point of the freedom with which saints, &c. may be permitted to 
converse in works not intended to be serious. 

q.B. 

•,• Mr. Southey being, as he says, a good Christian and vindictive, 
threatens, I undersland, a reply to tbis our answer. It is to be hoped 
tliat his visionary faculties will in the meantime huve acquired a 



little more judgment, properly so culled ; otlierwise lie will get liim 
self into new dilemmas. These apostate jacobins furnish rich rejoinders. 
Let him take a specimen. Mr. Soutliey laudetb grievously " one Mr, 
Landor," who cultivates much private renown iu the shape of Latiu 
verses ; and not long ago, the poet laureate dedicated to him, it 
appeareth, one of his fugitive lyrics, upoo the strength of a poem 
called " Gebir." VVlio could suppose, that in this same Gebir the 
aforesaid Savage Landor {for such is liis grim cognomen) ]>utt€th 
into the infernal regions no less a person than the hero of his friend 
Mr. Southey's heaven, — yea, even George the Third I ■ See also how 
personal Savage becometh, when he hatli a mind. The foUowiug is 
his portrait of our late gracious sovereign ;^ 

(Frinev 3ebii faiVTitig ilesceccled into Mm infomal regioDS, tbe iludeB of lua xt^fA 
uioeituiB wt, M his r«qiiea(, ladled up to luE Tiew ; knd Iw »i-l«iim to Ul ] 
ghoatlj guide) — 

" Aroiu', what wretch tliat ne&reet ok I vhU TTetoh 

Ii that with ejcbiows while iiad aUntLag brov I 

Listen I him jroader who, hoand dawn sapme, 

Bhrinks yelling from that sword thure, engine- hiiDg. 

He loo uDODgBl id; aaixatan I I hHte 

The despot, bat tiie dostanl I dnpiae. 

Wm he our Ounntrjiniui ! " 

" Alna, king 1 

Ibetia bore hioi, but tht lireed a«cunt 

Indemeat winds blew liiighling from north-euL" 

" He WM ■ warrior then, nor fisir'd the gudi f " 

•■ Gebir, he fau'd the clumons, not the gods. 

Though them indeed liia dsil; fooc adored ; 



Andw 
Squaedei'd, ai 



r, jc!t lb 



sand !iv( 



lerciM > Bling, 
luLtj anu cold caprice — 
inLinrl I address'd, adored I" — Qihxr, p. S 



I omit noticing some edifying Ithyphallics of Savagius, wishing 
to keep the proper veil over tliem, if liis grave but somewhat indiscreet 
worshipper will suffer it; but certainly these teachers of "great 
moral lessons " are apt to be found in strange company. 

* [Mr. I^ndoi'i polilioal eraed via alvaji nlln-UbenL It wai i^Kslad that b« 
Imd stud that he wduU doI, or eaidd doi, read Lord Brroo'i works, aod Lord Bfroo 
resulTed to retaliate upon the vorkB of Landor. Bnt their real feelings wsTV thoie of 
niulonl ealesm. Tbe poetry of Lord Byron was panegyrised by Hr. Landor in hil 

"Imagioary ConTemtions."ud Lord Bjron expressed in prirate hil admiration of Mr. 
Lsadur's geneitiaitj and independence, of liis profoimd erndition aikd brilliant talenli.} 



APPENDIX TO LORD BYRON'S PREFACE. 



Ma. SouTiiEY commenced his profece to the " Vision of Jmlgnient " 
with a defence of the hexamoters iu which it was written, uid then 
divur^d fivm his own Torgificatiau to Lord Byron'a conduct : — 

"I >m well nwara thut the public are peculiarly intolerant of such inaova- 
tioni; not leaa ao than Ibe populace nxe of <uiy foreign fuhiun, nhetlier of 
foppery or convenicDca. Would that this literary intolerance were uuiler the 
iuBueuce of a aaiier judgment, and regarded the manda more than the manner 
ofa ooiupoBition; the Bpirit nither than the form I Woidd tliBt it ware directed 
HpiiiiaC tboM monatroua cumbinationa of horrors aud miickery, luwdnesa and 
impiety, vrith wbich Engliali poetiy has, in our daya, first been polluted I 

" llie publication of a laiicivioiia book is one of the worst oSencea which can ba 
committed it^nat tbe well-being of society. It ia a ain> to the comequeucea of 
wbich no limila «□ be auijfDod, and tboae conaoquenceg do after-repeatanca in 
the writer can counteract. Whatever remonie of conscience he may feel when 
hia hour cumea (and come it muat !) will be of no avuL The poignancy of a 
death-bed repentance cannot cancel one copy of the thoujunda which are aeiit 
abroad ; and a* lotig as it continuea to be read, ao long la he the pander of 
poateiity, and eo luug ia be heaping up guilt upon hii aoiU in perpetual 
BcciimulAtion. 

■"Theae remaib are not more severe than the otfance deeervea, eren when 
applied to those immoral writera who hare not been conaciona of any e*il 
iiilEUtioD In their tiritiiigf — who would acknowledge ■ little levily, a little 
warmth of aolouring, and no forth, in that aort of language with which man gluos 
over their favourite vices, and deceive thamaelvoL Wbiit then abould be said of 
those for whom the thought! earn csa and inebrlely of wanton jcmtb can uo longer 
bo pleaded, but wh^i have written in sober maahood and with deliberate 
parpoael — Men of diaeaiod hearts and depraved imaginationfy who, forming a 
Bjstera ot opiuiona to suit their own unhappy course of conduot, have rebelled 
againat the holiest ordiuancea of human aociety, and hating that revealed ruligiOO 
which, with all their eSl.rta and bravadoes, they are unable entirely to disbelieve, 
labour to make others aa miaontble as theQiJwIvea, by infcotinf; tbem with a 
moral vima that eats into the soul t The aobool wbich thsy have set Dp mny 
properly be called the Satanic achool ; for though their productions breathe the 
Hplrit of Belial in their bucivious parts, and the cpirit of Uoloch iu th<rae 
loathsome ima^^es of atrocities and horrois which they delight to represent, thej 



s esp«cU11ip choriK 
tiDiitetf wbich Btill butniyi 

■' TliiB evil u political lu well as mornl, for indeed mor&l and political siilj urB 
inKpuTBiblj DonnecteJ. Truly bn it been affirmed by oaii of our ablest and 
cleareBt reaaonen, tbat 'tbe deBtnictinU of goveramoats may bs proved ODd 
deduced from the general corruption of tlie aubjecta' manaera. as ■ direct and 
natural cauoB tliereof, by a dcmon^trntioLi as cerLaiQ w any in the matbematico.' 
There is no maiim mora frequeutly anfirced by Mocliiavelli, than that wbere tb« 
maiinen of a people are geDflrallj corrupted, there the government conuot long 
aubfliHt, — a truth wbioh all hiatury ezemplifita ; and there is no msBnii wberebj 
tiiat corruption can be oo ourely and rapidly diSUsed, on by puiiouing th* 
wntera of literature. 

" Let rulers of the state look to tbis in time ! But, to use the words of Soath, 
if ' our phyaivion* tbink tbe beat w%j of curing m disease is to fiani|Mr it, — tha 
Lord in mercy prepare tbe kingdom to Buffer, what Ha by minde ooly cui 

Lord ByroE. rejoinod as follows ; — 

" Mr. Southey, in hia pious preface to a poem, whnee blasphemy ii sa hormlm 
u tbe sedition of Wat Tyler, becntiao it is equally absurd with that siium* 
production, calls upon tbe 'legislature to luck to it,' as the talenUon of tuoh 
writiugi led to tbe Prenah Revolutioa : not such writiugs as Wot Tyler, but a> 
those of tbe ' Satanic SchooL' This is not true, and Mr. Southey knows it to ba 
not true. Every French writer of any freedom naa peravouted : Voltaire uiil 
Rouueau were exiles, Hannoutel and Didarot were seut to the Boatite, and m 
perpetual war was waged with the wliole class by the eiistiug de'potinm. In tha 
next place, the Fieuch Revolution was not occaxioned by any writing* wbM- 
Boever, but must have occurred had no sneh wntera ever euBted. It is til* 
fusbion to attribute everything to the Froncb Kevolution, and tha Fnodl 
Itovolution to everytliiug bnt it* real cause. That cauae is obvious — thegovera- 
Bicnt exacted too much, and the people could neither give nor bear num. Willi- 
out this, tha Encyclopedisls migiit have written their fingers otT without tht> 
oceurrence of a single alteration. And the Baglit'i Revolution— (tbe first, I 
mean,— what was it occasioned by? The Punlant were surely as pioua and 
moml as Wesley or bis biographer. Acta — acta on the part of govemiQMit, and 
nnl writings ngoinst them, have cauie^l tba put convulsions, and ore tending (O 
the future, 

"I look upon inch as inevitable, though no revolutionist: t wish to see tha 
English cnnstitntion restored, and not destroyed. Bom an aristocrat, and naturally 
one by temper, with the greater part of my preaent property in the funda, what 
have /to Rain by a Tevolutionl Perhaps I have more to loae in ever; way than 
Mr. Southey, with all bis place* and presonta for panegyrici and abuse into th* 
bargun. But that a revolution ia ineviwbla. I repeat. Tha gavemmant umj 
exult over the repression of petty tuniults; theae are but tbe reoeding vavM 
mpulssd and broken for a moment on the abora, while tha great tide is itill 
rolling OB and ^ning ground witli every breaker. Mr, Southey aoousca ua of 
attockiug the religion of tha iwuiitry ; and is he abettuig it by writing Uvea of 
Walegl One mode of worobip is merely doatroyed by another. There never 
woa. Dur ever will he. a couutry uicb«ul b religion. We aholl be told of PmtKt 
again : but ic was ooly Pnria and a frantic party, which fur a moment upheld 
ttiuir dogiiiniii' nousensc of tLai>'pbili'iiitliropy, Tbe church of England, if uvci'- 
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throim, will ba swept Kwny hy tfac Bertuians ■nil nnt by tho fcejitics. Faople 
or* too wice. too well iDformeil. too certiiiii of tbrir own immenne iaiportaiics in 
the ruOiM of tp««, erer to miimit to tbe impiety of doubt. Tboi-a may be a few 
■uoh dUBdeut ipeculatoni, like water in tba pnlo sunbeam of huniaa reuon, but 
they are very few; and their opiuiuos, witbuuC euthunusm or appeal to tha 
paaiioni, can nerer gain progalytea — unlcsa, Indeed, they are peraemited — l^al, to 
ba sure, will increase aoytbiog. 

" Mr. Suutbej, with a cowardly rerocity, eiulta over the nnticipated ' dentli-bed 
repentance ' of the objecta of bis dislike ; aud indulgea hinuelf in a pleamnt 
' Viai'jD uf Judgmeot.'in proeeae well anvsrse, full of impioua impudence. What 
Mr. Sautbc/a aeaiatioDB or ours may bo m theawful moment of leaving thie etate 
of Fiiatmce. neithBr he nnr we can pretend to decide, la commaii, I presume, 
vitli moat men of any rvSection, / hare not waited for a 'death-bed' to rei>eDt of 
many of my acliaaa, notnithataodlng the ' diabolical pride ' which tbia pitiful 
ren'gada in ht> raiicuur would impute to thooB who ecom Aim. Whetlier upon 
tha tvhule Che good or evil of my deeds may preponderate, ii not fur lae to 
aacertaju ; but a- my uieaiia and opportunitiee have been greater, I ahiill limit m; 
preaaot defimce to an amertion, (ouily proved, if neceaaary,} that 1, 'in my degree,' 
have done more n-al good in any one givoD year, eiaos I was twenty, than Mr. 
ftiulliey in tbo wbole courrc of hii abiitmg and turncoat eiiatonce. There are 
eeventl actions to which I can look back with an honest pride, not to ba damped 
by th' eatiimnic* of a hireling. There are otheia to which I recur witb sorrow 
aud repentance ; but the only act of my life of which Hr. Southey can have any 
ro^ knowledge, aa it was one which brought me in contact with a near Goaneatioii 
Of his own (Mr. Coleridge), did do diahonour to that connection nor to me.' 

" I am not iijnonnt of Mr. Southey's calumniea on a diBercnt occasion, knowing 
them to be aucb, which be acattcrHl abroad on hia return from Switzerland against 
me and othcra : they have done him no go€)d io this world ; and, if hia creed be 
tbo right one. tbey will do bim Icaa in tbo next. What hii ' deatb-bed ' may b<^ 
it is not my province to predicate : let bira settle it with liis Maker, aa I must do 
with mine. There ia something at onoe ludicroui and blasphemoua in this 
UTogant scribbler of all work sitting down to deal damnation and deatnictioo to 
tiia fallow crcatura, with Wat Tyler, tho Apotheosis of George the Third, and the 
Elegy on Hartiu the rpgicide, all shuffled together in bis writing-dask. One of hia 
consoUtioDB appeara to ba a Latin note from a work of a Mr. Landor, tba author 
of' Qcbir.' whuee friendship for liobert Southey will, it seems, 'be an bonuur to 
bim when tho ophemiral disputes and ephemeral reputations of tbe day are 
forgotten.' f 1 for one neither auvy him 'the friendship,' nor tbe glory in 
reienion which is to accrue frnm it, like Mr. TbsluHon's fortune, in the third 
and fourth genention. This friendship will probably be aa memorable sa bis own 
epics, wliicb (as I quoted to him ten or twelve years ago in ' Englitb Bards') 
Poraon said ■ would be remembered when Bomer and Virgil are forgotten, — and 
nut tilt then.' Fur the present, 1 leave hiiu." 

Mr. Southey replied (Jan. S, ISSS), in a letter to the editor of the 
" Loudon Courier," of which we subjoin all that ia important : — 
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'I««a»Bl«aM tohis LoH^liip'a chug* igwiKt iim^ blowing iw^ tha ahiMa 
«M mUA it ii frotkad. uid anpontioe * *troi« add in irliicli it u sucpeBdeil- 
flu H»i1«iiM lli»«|Hii«n liiliii llnl 'Ml nmilliiij. Mil hia return from Siritan>- 
ha4^ lBlT>,ic»lt««d>brad««lniiiiu—.taMwiiigth«gi to be socti, against Liord 
Hfw» mJ dthtw.' T>> m« 1 replj- rtth ■ Jaw* mJ y a ri liii ifc-int 

** ir I ^ hMB ttJd in tha* oonnfar Ifaat Lord Qn« l>^ t"""^ ^>°^ o'' V°*^ 
■f Ia Tn^r^-^aat ha ^d hniabad a *vih, or (Bdowad an ho^tal. I migbt 



IbbIj ; raaoK iV Bi tt h*d ban takai, ia a 
aonlhMitBMwatk, In thkBaaBar.lBu^haia vokBarhiBi,aaof Itarc* 
0«n«K* Aa <kMB lla%+ tha ladan Ai^NS. or aBT otbw ;^»a^ of th« tJBM 
Wac- Ibwa wane nana far aajp«tiflwtWkacT°* ■>? I"* >■ f"^^ 
tiki, Lonlih^;Md.tedead,I ikoald ^n Un^ht Mi7thii« mUA ^(tehtt 
Npantd ar k^ «««M ha<« Bjnd ka cfcMartw a> Bttb a tha tfoiT which M 
piaaj«arMj»dLoriK«af QniMftrt.lhrtb»hiiJi«ld»««hinoa«»a. BaMnr 
<Bndlha«^«<wThwlj>MtUMn^w - ~ - 



niwrt. WhBi I tTokaef « 
B.imcCthe ati^s^na at 
dib|iMBt CMosna-wit <( iMd^ran. I n^ torn* 
■talw MlTKt ana SL OvA. 

■OaBa.»danly wi^h w.rti.n «ilh S»iffc»d. I ^w Ji li Jtn Ma 



tUL In tha-QMtM; ■«»•>.' apMki^ia 
I M^*k<BM tba««aa«h««LoriBmB'kllMftiidMatthaD««aaadli 
'•- -^ iT •' " - 
« Iha nan. if W had Mt |4Mi*l ■ 

■ati— — ■ jhi ii i l» 1MB.' 
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•omnrboro. ind onuld not bftvo (Ken direcLrd agninst atif peraOD eclioin it could 
poBiIblf molest or injure losa. Tbe ripor. however TenomouB in purpose, ia bormieKS 
in affect, wbile iC ii biting >t tbe file. It ia eoldom, indeed, that I wssto a word, 
Orsthougbt, upoD tliosa who are perpatunlly BuailiDg me. But abborHni^ aa I 
do, tbs penoTuUtiea which diagrace our current literature, uid aierae frooi cod> 
troven; u I am, both b; prinniple aod inclinatioD, I make no prorenion of dod- 
rMintuice. When the offeocfl and tbs offender nre luch u to call for the whip 
and the braodiDg-iroa, it bu boen both aoen nnd felt that I can ictliot tbera. 

" Lord BjroD ■ present exuerbatioa is evidently praduaed by aa ioflictioD of 
til i« kind— not bj heamay ropoitsof my oonveraatiou. four yean ago, tranamilted 
hitu from England. Tbe cauae may be foiuid in certain rvmarki upon the Satanic 
Kbool of poetr;, contuued in my pre&oe to the ' Vieion of Judgment.' Well 
would it be for Lord ByroD if be oouM look bock iipao any of hia wrilingi with 
aa much anttabedDn aa I shall alwiiya do upon what ia there enid of that llagitioua 
achool. Uiuiy pereoiii, and parents BspeaiiUly, haTS dpreued their gratitude to 
me fur having applied the branding iron whare it was ao riebly deserved. Tbe 
Edinburgh Reviewer, indeed, with tbat honourable fueling, by which his ehlJciama 
are so peculiarly distiuguiahed, Bu(jpresaing tba remarks IhemselreB, has imputed 
them wholly to envy ou uiy part. I give him, in this iustance, full credit for 
■incerity; I Ifelieve hs was equally iDCBitableofcomprehendiugaworthii'rmotive, 
or of inrontlng a worse ; and. ai I have nHver condeacended to expose, in any 
iuatanee, bis pitiful malrvoleuce, I thank him for haTing. in tbia, stripped it bare 
hunaelf and exhibited it iu its bald, nakeil, and undiagutaed deromiity. 

"Lord Byron, like bla encomiast, ha* not ventured to bring the matter of thoee 
animadvenuona into view. Be conceals tbe fact, that they are direotcd againat 
the authora of blaspbemoui and lasdvioua books ; against men who, not content 
with indulging tlieir own vicea, labour to make others the alavea of eeosaality, 
like t]u.-maelvas ; agunat pnblio pandeia, who, mingling impiety with lewdueaa, 
aeek at once to destroy the oemeat of eociBl order, and to carry profanation and 
p^illution into private families, and into the hearts of individuals; 

'* His Lordship baa thought it not uubaooming for him to call me a acHbbler of 
all work. Let the word mrilAUr pass ; it is an appellation that will not stick, like 
thstoftho&Uaatc&Acol. But, if a scribbler, how am I one of nJJ worl; r 1 will 
tell Lord B3 ron what I have net scribbled^wbaC kind of work I have not done. 
I have never published libels upon my frieuds and acqusiotance, eipressod my 
sorrow for tboec libels, and calloil them is during a mood of better mind — and 
then reiioucd them, wbeo the evil spirit, which fur a time had beta cut out, bad 
retunu:d and taken posaeaaion, with seven others more wicked than himself. I 
have never abused tba power, of which every author is in aome degree poaaened, 
to wound tbe Dbaraolei of a roan, or the heart of ■ woman. I have never seat 
into tbe world a book to which I did not dare to aSli my name ; or wbidi I 
feared to claim in a court of juiitice, if it were pirated by a knavish hookaoller. 
1 have never manufactured furniture for the brothel. None of that thing* hara 
1 done ; none of the foul work by which Uteratura is perverted to the injury of 
mankiud. My hands are clean ; there is no * damned spot ' uprju them — no taititf 
which ' all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten.' 

" Uf tbe work which 1 Aon done, it bccornei ms not here to speak, save only ai 
relates to the Satanic School, and ila Cory phicua, tbe author of * Don Juul' I 
have held up that school to public detestation aa enemies to the roligiun. tbe 
iiiBlitutiona. and tbe domestic morals of tbe country, I have given tlieru a 
duaigniition to whith Iheir /ouadrr and leadtr wuireri. 1 have sent a atone from 
'nv •lini; which baa smitten their f-oliath iu the forehead. I have fastened hli 
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Dame upoD tbe gibbet, for roproacli and ignotniiijr ae long u it tiliftll eailurft — 
T^e it tlowu who can '. 

"One word of adrioe to Lord Byron bsfoM I conclude. — Whan he atticki ma 
again, let it be in rbyme. For one mho liu bo little cominiiDd of himaelf. it will 
ba a great advantjige tbat liii temper ahould be obliged to ieep tmte. And wtiila 
ha ma; still indulge io tlie aame raokDese and virulence of insult, the metre will, 
in Borne degree, aeom to l(js«en its Tulgarity." , 

Without waiting for Mr. Soothey's cloBing hint, Lord Bjron had 
already " attuoked " bim "in rtymeL" Ou Octoiwjr 1, 1821, he in- 
formed Mr. Moore that ha had completed aiity atana«» of " The Visioa 
of Judgment " " In thia," ha added, " it is my intention to put the sftid 
George's Apotheoois in a Whig point of view, not forgetting the Poet 
Laureate for his preface and his other demerits." Whoa, however, Hr, 
Suiithey's letter fell into his huids, be could no louger wait for reveugs ! 
in iukahed, aod despatcbed a cartiil of mortal deSuico to the Laureate, i 
through the medium of Mr. Kinuaird, — t« whom he thus writei|. i 
February 6, 1822 : — 

"I ba>e got Southeya pretended reply ; what rcmuti* to be done ii to oil hiat. J 

out The question ie, would he ooiual for, if he would uot, the whole tiiiD^l 
would appear ridiculoua, if I were to tnto a long and eipenaive jouniBy to BA-1 
purpoBfL You mxut be my aecond, and, na such. I wish to oonault you. I apply <I 
lo you aa one well vened ia the duello, or mouomachie. Of cuurae I shall < 
to Eoghind as pricalely as poasible, and leave it (Buppoung that I wa« 
survivor) in tha aame manner; having no other object which could bring me t^ ■ 
tbat country except to eettle quurrela accumulated during nty abaonce." 

Mr. Kinnaird, wisely trusting to the soothing eBects of the delaj 
which distance imposed, aever forwarded the challenge whii.h aocoB 
ponied the letter, and the pen was left to avenge its own provocution^ 
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AvoND tfae Bngliflh huia vbora l,rti Bttdii ridiculed in lui eirli utiro, Hr. 
SoDbhej hsil ft promiiiect pliKB. When the quiiml euded in a geoeisl aluiking ol 
tuiadt, Bnuthuj ihuwl in Uie inciScatioD. Tlie two pueti met (ii<cuJotiallj at Londoa 
diniwn in 1S13, itnd Lord Byron, struck with t)ie "«pic ftppeKnuK^e " of his bruifaer 
bard, nid that " to hare lui head and ebonlders he would almeU faava wriCl«a hri 
Sapphioi.'' In tliia there «u more of aaniaun than oompliinent, but in a jonnial of 
the lame jeu he declared "Southej'B laleaCa to be of the Grat ordei." His prone he 
prononoced "perfect," and though rating hia teno lower, he afterwards callad "Don 
Koderiok" "the Gntpoeoi of oar time." "Vet whatever panegfrira he might utter in 
a soft and beneroieot honr, his fnenda were awan that he had at bottom an indifferent 
o^onion of Sonthej'a powen, and a won« of his pulitiet. Thwe feelings guDed a 
eomplflte aaceadancj when ■ false report reached Lord Bjron in Ital;, that the 
lAanste had propagated soandaloun tales of him. But aboTe all be imagined that 
the elaas of people who atCackeil his disrsLitiir bad taken Sonthe; for their cluuupiun, 
aid to ret the disciples he matle a butt of the master. He assailed him in the earl; 
ontoa of "Don Juau^' with the happiest admixture of gaietj and poagency, of 
playfulness and oontempt. Tliis compound of spor^Te and scomfui derision was a 
■pedes of satire thoroughly originnl, and as thoroughly gatUng. The Laureate 
eunteutod himself at tbe time with bloating in piivate that if he gave Lord Byron "a 
passing touch, it ■bonld be one lliat would leare a scar," and on )iublishing the 
>'VinoaarJadgment,"in 1S21, he leiied the opportuiiTty "to pay off." as he said, 
"a part of his obligationa." The poeot of Sonthe? shocked the pinni, and was laughed 
at by the pro&ne. Robert Hall oorreotlj termed it a travestie of the Bnal judgment. 
With inoredibte presumption the Laureate diatribuled the revardi aud pnnishmeats 
of eteniity according to his political aad literary predilectioni, and far boai redeeniiiig 
the arrogoAca of the plan by the grandeur of lbs exeautian, the irrc'eienae waa 
inereased by the meanness of the thoughts, the puerility of the tanguage, and the 
grotcai|Ueneaa of the metre. With such au opening for mischieTous waggery, the 
lemptatioa would probably have been irTeaislible ta Lord Byron, even although the 
preface to the "Vision of Judgment" bad not contained the virulent attack upon 
hiniseir. "I'll work the laureate," he wrol« to Walter Soott. "before I have dune 
with him, as soon as I can muster Billingsgate therefor." He began, as we hare 
Ken, witb prose, and neit determined upon a metrical satire on the heavy heiametrical 
burlesque of Southey. Ueuco the opposition "Vision of Judgment," which, after 
ioefieetual oegotiatiDns with Tarioos publisher!, was uuerted in "The Liberal" in 
1822. Some of the Lanreat«'i Aieods called it a doll comuieDt upon a stupid ori^rinal, 
while Leigh Hunt deaeribea it " as the moM masterlj mllre nnoe the time of Fops." 
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Etch might have qaoted ipeoimenM to justify their opinion, for many paanget ai« 
nndonbtodly feeble, and there is nothing even in Pope to equal the canatic hamoar of 
othen. The ninety-aixth, and two following itanaaa, in which Lord Byron sketchea 
the career of hia antagoniat, are, for instance, aaperlative of their kind. The mocking 
treatment of an awful theme is the blot upon the piece, and met with the condemnatioii 
it deierred. In personal disputes the public are spectators who seek to be amuaed, 
and not judges anxious to do justice between the parties. As Lord Byron had the 
wit, he had also the laughers upon his side, and he who has the laughers wins. Nor 
was the superiority of power his only adyantage. The Taunts and egotism of Southej 
damaged his case, and many were glad that the advocate should be mortified who 
wished well to his cause. It is among the curiosities of literary conflicts that be 
nevertbeleas fiuided he had gained the victory, and spoke of the result in terms ol 
exultation, which would only have been ooneot if he bad substitnted the nam« ol 
Byxon for hia own. 



THE VISION OF JUDGMENT. 



Saint Peter sat bj the cetestial gate : 

His keys were ruMy, ani3 the lock was dull, 

So little trouble l)a't been given of late ; 
Not that the phce by any means was full. 

But since tlie Gallic era "eigiity-eight" 
The devils had ta'en a longer, stronger pull, 

And " a pull altogether," aa they say 

At sea — which drew most aouls another way. 



The nnfrela all were sfngmg- out of tune. 
And honrse with having little else to do, 

Eieepting to wind op the sun and moon, 
Ur curb a runaway young star or two. 

Or Willi colt of a coind, wliich too soon 
Broke out of bounds o'er th' ethereal blu(% 

Splitting some plani't with its playful tail. 

Ah boats are sometimes by a wanton whale; 



ITie guardian seraphs had retiretl on high, 
Finding tlieir chnrgpe past all care below j 

Terrestrial business fill'd nought in the sky 
Save the recording angel's black bureau ; 

Who found, indeed, the facts to multiply 
With such rapidity of vice and wo. 

That he bad stripp'd ofT both bis wings in tjuilla. 

And yet H;is in arrear of liuuniii ills. 
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His business so augmented of late years, 
That he was forced, against his vin no doubt, 

(Just like those cherubs, eatthij ministers,) 
For some resource to turn himself about. 

And claim the help of his celestial peers. 
To aid him ere he should be quite worn out 

By the increased demand for his remarks : 

Six angels and twelve saints were named his clerks 



This was a haudsome board — at least for heaven ; 

And yet they bad even then enough to do. 
So many conquerors' cars were daily driven. 

So many kingdoms fitted up anew ; 
Each day too slew its thousands six or seven, 

Till at the crowning carange, Waterloo, 
They threw their pens down in divine disgust — 
The p^e was so besmear'd with blood and dust- 



This by the way ; 'tis not mine to record 

What angels shrink from : even the very deril 

On this occasion his own work abliorr'd. 
So surfeited with the infernal revel : 

Thougli he himself had sharpen'd every sword. 
It almost quencb'd his innate thirst of evil. 

(Here Satan's sole good work deserves insertion — 

^I'is, that he has both generals in reversion.) 



Let's skip a few short years of lioliow peace, 
Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont, 

And heaven none — they form the tyrant's lease. 
With nothing but new names subscribed upon't; 

'Twill one day finish ; meantime they increase, 

" With seven heads and ten horns," and all in front. 

Like Saint John's foretold beast ; but ours are born 

Less fonnidable in the head tlian horn. 
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In tlie first year of freedom's second dawn ' 

Died George the Third j although no tyrant, oiie 

"Who shielded tyrants, tiU each sense withdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun : 

A better farmer ne'er bruah'd dew from lawn, 
A worse king never left a realm undone I 

He died — but left liia subjects still behind. 

One half as mad — and t'other no less bbnd. 



He died ! his death made no great stir on earth : 
His burial made some pomp ; there was profusion 

Of velvet, gilding, brass, and no great dearth 
Of aught but tears — save those shed by collusion. 

For these things may be bought at their true worth ; 
Of elegy there was the due infusion — 

Bought also ; and the torches, cloalcs and banners. 

Heralds, and relics of old Ootluc manners. 



Form'd a sepulchral melodrame. Of all 

The fools who flock'd to sweU or see the show. 

Who cared about the corpse ? ITie funeral 
Made the attraction, and the black the wo. 

Tliere throbb'd not there a thought which pierced the pall 
And when the gorgeous cofiin was laid low. 

It seem'd the mockery of hell to fold 

The rottenness of eighty years in gold. 



So mix Ilia body with the dust ! It might 
Keturii to what it must far sooner, were 
The natural compound left al«ne to fight 

Its way back into earth, and fire, and air ; 
But the unnatural balsams ni*rely blight 

What nature made him at his birth, as bare 
As the mere million's base uomummied clay- 
Yet all hb spices but prolong decay. 
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He's dead — and upper earth with him has done; 

He's buried ; save tJie uiiderUiker's bill. 
Or lapidary scrawl, tiie world is gone 

For liim, unless he left a German will ; 
But where'a the proctor who will ask his sou ? 

In whom Iiis qualities are reigning still. 
Except that household virtue, most uncommon. 
Of constancy to a bad, ugly woman 



" God save the king I " It is a large economy 
In God to save the like; but if lie will 

Be saving, all the better; for not one am I 
Of those who think dainnaliori bi-ller still : 

I hardly know too if not quite alone am I 
In this small hope of betti;r][ig future ill 

By circumscribing, with some slight restrictioo, 

The eternity of hell's hot jurisdittiou. 



1 know this is unpopular ; I know 

'Tis blasphemous; I know one may be damn'd 
For hoping no one else may e'er be so ; 

I know my catechism; I know we're cramm'd 
With the best doctrines till we quite o'erllow ; 

I know that all save Kngland'a church have shamm'd. 
And that the other twice two hundred churches 
And synagogues have made a dumn'd bad purchaM, 



God help us all 1 God help me too I I am 
God knows, as helpless as the devil can wish. 

And not a whit more difficult to damn, 
Tiian is to bring to land a latc-hook'd fisli. 

Or to the hulcher to purvey the lamb ; 
Not that I'm lit for such n noblo dish, 

As one day will be that immortal fry 

Of almost every body born to liic. 
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Saint Peter sat bj the celeati.il gate, 

And nodiied o'er liis keys : wlieii, lo ! there came 
A wondrous noise he liad not lieard of late — 

A rushing sound of wind, and stream, and fiume; 
In short, a roar of things extremely great, 

Which would have made aught save a saint exclium ; 
But he, with first a start and then a wink. 
Said, " There's aiiotlier star gone out, I think ! " 



But ere he could return to hia repose, 

A cherub Qnpp'd his right wing o'er his eyes — 

At which Saint I'eter ynwn'd, inid rubb'd his nose : 
" Saint porter," said the angel, " prithee rise I " 

Waving a goodly wing, which glow'd, as glows 
An earthly peacock's tail, with heavenly dyes : 

To which the saint replied, " Well, what's the inattetP 

" Is Lncifer come back with all this clatter ? " 



" No," quoth the cherub : " George the Third is dead." 
" And who m fleorge llie Tliird ? " replied the apostle : 

" fTAal George ? v>kat Third ?" " The king of England," si 
The angel. " Well I he won't find kings to jostle 

Him on his way ; but does he wear his head P 
Because the last we saw here liad a tustle. 

And ne'er ivould have got into heaven's good graces, 

Had he not Hung his head in eiU our fucen. 



" He was, if I remember, king of France ; ' 

That head of bis, which could not keep a crown 

On earth, yet ventured in my face to advance 
A chiim to those of martyrs — like my own: 

If I had had my sword, a$ 1 had once 
When I cut ears oH', I had cut him dowiij 

But having but my keyx, and not my brand, 

I only knock'il his head from out bis hand. 
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" Ami then he set up such a hewdless howl, 
That all the saints came out and took liim iu; 

And there he sits by St. PaiJ, cheek bv jowl; 
That fellow Paul — the parvenu ! The akin 

Of Saint Bartholomew, which makes hia cowl 
In heaven, and upon earth redeem'd his sin. 

So as to make a inartjrj never sped 

Better than did this weak and wooden head. 



" But had it come up here uix>n its shoulders. 
There would liave been a different tale to tell : 

The fellow-feeling in the saint's beholders 
Seems to have acted on them like a spell ; 

And so this verj foolish head heaven solders 
Back on its trunk : it mav be very well. 

And seems the cuatom tiere to overthrow 

"Wliatever has been wisely done below." 



The angel answer'd, " Peter 1 do not pout : 
The king who cornea has head and all entire^ 

And never knew much what it was about— 
He did as doth the puppet — by its wire. 

And will be judged like all the rest, no doubt : 
My business and your own is not to inquire 

Into auch mattera, but to mind our cue — 

Wliich is to act as we are bid to do." 



While thus they spuke, ihc angelic caravan. 
Arriving like a rusli of mighty wind. 

Cleaving the fields of space, as doth tlie swan 
Some silver stream (say Ganges, Nile, or Inde, 

Or Thames, or Tweed], and midat them an old iiMi 
With an old soul, and both extremely blind. 

Hailed before the gate, and in his shroud 

Seated their feilow-travirller on a cloud. 
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But bringing up the rear of this bright host 

A Spirit of a different aspc'^l wareil 
His wings, like tliunder-clouds above some coast 

Whose barren beach witli frequeat wrecks is paveil ; 
His brow was like the deep when tempeat-toss'd ; 

Fierce and unfathomable thoughts engraved 
Eternal wrath on his immortal face. 
And where he gazed a gloom pervaded space. 



As he drew near, he gazed upon the gate 
Ne'er to be enler'd more by him or Sin, 

With such a glance of supernatural hat«. 
As made Saint Peter wish himself within ; 

He palter'd with his keys at a great rate. 
And sweated through bis apostolic skia : 

Of coarse his perspiration was but iclior. 

Or some such other spiritual liquor. 



Tlie very cherubs huddled all together. 

Like birds when soars the falcon ; aud they felt 

A tiugling to the tip of every featiier, 
And fomi'd a circle like Orion's belt 

Around their poor old charge; who scarce knew whither 
His guards had led him, though they gently dealt 

With royal manes {for by many stories, 

And true, we learn the angels all are Tories). 



As things were in this posture, the gate flew 
Asunder, and the flashing of its Iiing(« 

Flung over space an universal hue 

Of in any -colon r'd Hame, until its tinges 

Seach'd even our speck of eartli, and made a new 
Aurora borcalis spread its fringes 

Cer the North Polci tlie same seen, when ice-bound, 

By Captain Parry's crew, in " Melville's Sound."* 
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And fraia tlie gate thrown open issued beaming 
A beautiful and mighty '['lung of Light, 

Badiaiit with glory, hke a banner stremning 
Yictorioua from some world-o'erthrowing 6gl 

iiy poor camparisous must needa be teeming 
With earthly likenesaes, for iiere the iiigbt 

Of clay obscures our best conceptions, saving 

JoUaiina Soiilhcote,' or Bob Southey raving. 



'Twas the archangel Michael ; all men knoir 

The make of angela and archangela, since 
There's scarce a scribbler lias not one to show. 

From the fiends' leader to the angels' prince 
There also are some altar-pieces, I.hongli 

I really can't say tliat tliey niticli evince 
One's inner notions of immortal spirits ; 
But let the connoisseurs ex[»lain tAeir merits. 



Michael flew forth in glory and in good ; 

A goodly work of him from whom all glory 
And good arise ; tlie portal past — he stood ; 

Before him the young cherubs and saints hoarj— 
(I say fouvff, begging to be undeRitood 

By looks, not years ; and sliould be very sorry 
To state, they were not older tlian St. Peter, 
But merely that they seem'd a little sweeter). 



Tlie cherubs and the saints bow'd down before 
That arch-angelic liierarcli, the first 

Of essences angelical wlio wore 
The aspect of a god j but this ne'er nursed 

Pride in his heavenly bosom, in whose core 
No thought, save for liis Maker's sirvice, durst 

Intrude, however glorified and high ; 

}le knew bim but llic vicerov of the skv. 
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He and tlie sombre, silent Spirit met — 

Tliey knew ench otlier both for good atid ill ; 

Such wna tlieir power, that neither could forget 
His former friend and future foe; but stiJ 

There was a high, immortal, proud regret 
In cither's eye, na if 'twere le,sB their will 

Than destiny to make the eternal years 

Their date of war, and their "champ elos" the spheres. 



But liere they were in neutral space ; we know 
From Job, that Satan hath the power to pay 

A heavenly visit thrice a-year or so; 

And that t!ie " sons of God," like those of clay, 

Mu!t keep him company ; and we might show 
From iJie same book, in how polite a way 

The dialogue is held between the Powers 

Of Good and Kvil — but 'twould take up houre. 



And this is not a theologic trad. 

To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic, 

If Job be allegory or a fact, 

But a true narrative ; and thus I pick 

From out thf whole but siicli mid such nn act 
As sets aside the slightest thought of trick. 

'Tis every tittle true, beyond suspicion. 

And accurate as any other vision. 



Ttie spirits were iii neutral sp.'ice, before 

The gate of heaven ; like eastern threshohls is 

The place where Deatli's grand cause is argued o'er. 
And aouls despatch'd to that world or to this; 

And therefore Michuel iitift the other wore 
A cini aspect: thougli they did not kiss. 

Yet still between Iiis Darkness and his Brightness 

Tliire pWd a miiluul irlnncc oF grout politeness. 
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The Archangfd bow'd, not like a moilerri beau, 
But with a graceful oriental bend. 

Pressing one radiant arm just where below 
The heart in good men is supposed to tend; 

He tum'd as to an equa!, not too low, 
But kindly ; Satan naet his ancient friend 

With more hauteur, as might an old Castilian 

Poor noble meet a muahroom rich civilian. 



He merely bent his diaLolic brow 

Aji instant; and then raising it, he stood 

In act to assert his right or wrong, and show 

Cause why King George by no means could or should 

Make out a case to be exempt from woe 
Uternal, more than utlier kings, endued 

With better sense and hearts, whom history mentions, 

Who long have " paved hell with their good intentions." 



Michael began ; " Wlnit wouldst thou with this man, 
Now dead, and brought before the Lordp What ill 

Hath he wrought since bis mortal race began. 
That thou canst claim him ? Speak 1 and do thy will, 

If it be just ! if in this earthly span 
He hath been greatly failing to fulfil 

His duties as a king and mortal, say, 

And he is thine; if not, let liim have way." 



" Micliael I" replied the Prince of Air, " even here^ 
Before the Gate of him thou servest, must 

I claim my subject : and will make appear 
That as he was my worshipper iu dust, 

So shall he be in spirit, although dear 
To thee and thine, because nor wine nor lust 

Were of his weaknesses ; yet on the throne 

lit- rcign'd o'er uiiliiona to serve nic alone. 
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" Look to OUT earlli, or rntlieT mine ; it was, 
0mm, more thj master's : but 1 triumph not 

III this puor planet's conqtipst; nor, alas I 
Need lie Lliou serveat envy me my lot : 

With all tlie myriads of brij^ht worlds which paBB 
In worship round him, he may have forgot 

Yon weak creation of bucIi paltry thiii^rs ; 

I think few worth damnation save their kings. 



" And these but as a kind of quit-rent, to 
Assert my right as lord : and even had 

I such an inclinfttion, 'twere (as you 

Well know) superfluous ; they are grown so bad. 

That hell has nothing better left to do 

Tlian leave them to themselves : so much more mad 

And evil by their own internal curse. 

Heaven cannot make them better, nor I worse. 



"Look to the eartli, I said, and say again ; 

When this old, blind, mad, helpless, weak, poor worm 
Began in youth's first bloom and flush to reign, 

Hie world and he both wore a difl'erent form. 
And much of earth and all the watery plain 

Of ocean call'd him king : through many a storm 
His isles had floated on the abyss of time; 
For the rough virtnea chose thera tor their clime. 



" He came to his sceptre young; he leaves it old : 
Look to the state in which he found his realcn. 

And left it ; and his annals too behold. 
How to a mipiion first he gave the helm ; 

How grfw upon his heart a thirst for gold. 
The beggar's vice, which can but overwhelm 

The meanest hearts; and for the rest, but glance 

Tliine eye along America and France. 
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" 'Tia true, he was a tool from first to last 

I have the workmen safe) ; but as a tool 
So iut liim be consumed. From out the past 

Of ages, since mankind huve known the rule 
Of rnonarchs — from the bloody rolls amass'd 

Of sin and slaughter — from the Cffisar's school. 
Take the worst pupil; and produce a reign 
More drencb'd witit gore, more cumber'd with the slain. 



" He ever warr'd with freedom and the free : 
Nations as men, home subjects, foreign foes, 

So that they utter'd the word ' Iiiherty ! ' 

Found George the Third their first opponent. \Vlio98 

History was ever staiu'J as his will be 
With national and individual woes? 

I grant his household abstinence ; 1 grant 

His neutral virtues, which most munarchs want ; 



• I know lie was a constant consort ; own 
He was a decent sire, and middling lord. 

All this is much, and most ujwn a throne; 
As temperance if at Apicius' board, 

Is more than at an anchorite's supper shown. 
1 grant him all the kindest can acconl; 

And this was well for hiiri, but not for those 

Millions who found him what oppression chose. 



" The New World shook him off ; the Old yet groan- 
BcTieath what he and liis prepared, if not 

Completed : lie leaves heirs on many thrones 
To all his vices, without what begot 

Compassion for him — his tame virlues; drones 
Who sleep, or de^|iol8 who have now forgot 

A lesson which slmll he re-taught them, wake 

Ujjon the thrones of earth ; but let litem quake t 
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"Five millions of the primitive, who hold 

The faith which makes ye great od earth, implored 

Apart of that vast all they held of old, — 
Freedom to worship — not alone yoiir Lord, 

Micliael, but you, and you. Saint Peter I Cold 
Must be your souls, if you have not abhorr'd 

The foe to Catholic participation 

In all the license of a Christian nation. 



" True 1 he allow'd them to pray God ; but as 
A consequence of prayer, refused the law 

Which would have placed them upon the same bas 
With those who did not hold the saints in awe,' 

But here Saint Peter started from his place. 
And cried, " You may the prisoner withdraw : 

Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this Guelpli, 

While I am guard, may I be damn'd myself! 



" Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange 

My office (and Ait is no sinecure) 
Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range 

The azure fields of heaven, of that be sure ! " 
" Saint ! " replied Satan, " jou do well to avenjre 

Tlie wrongs he made your satellites endure j ' 
And if to this exchange you should be given, 
I'll tiy to coax our Cerberus up to heaven ! " 



Here Michael interposed : " Good saint ! and devil 1 
Pray, not so fast; you both outrun discretion. 

Saint VettT I you were wont to be more civil : 
Satan I excuse this warmth of his expression. 

And condescension to the vulgar's level : 

£veti saints sometimes forget themselves in session. 

Have you got more to say ? " — " No," — " If yon pleas 

I'll trouble you to call vour witnesses." 
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Tlien Satan tuni'd and waved his swarthy hand, 
Which sticKd witli its electric qualities 

Clouds farther off than we can understand. 
Although we find him sometimes in our akies; 

Infernal thunder shook botii sea and land 
In all the planets, and hell's batteries 

Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions 

As oue of Satan's most sublime inventions. 



This was a signal unto such damn'd sonls 
As have the privilege of their damnation 

Extended far beyond the mere controls 

Of worlds past, present, or to come ; no station 

Is theirs particularly in the rolls 

Of hell assigii'd ; but where tlieir inclination 

Or business carries them in search of game, 

Tliey may range freely — being damn'd the same. 



Tliey are proud of this— as very weU they may, 
It being a sort of knighthood, or gilt key 

Stuck in their loins; ' or like to an " entr^ " 
Up the back stairs, or such free-mnsoniy. 

I borrow my comj>arisons from clay, 

Heing clay myself. Let not those spirit-s be 

OITended with such base low likenesses; 

^Ve know their posts are nobler far than these. 



When the great signal rail from heaven to hell — 
About ten million times the distance reckon'd 

From our sun to its earth, as we can tdl 

How much time it takes up, even to a second, 

For every ray that travels to dispel 

'I'hc fogs of London, through which, dimly bencon'd, 

'riie weathercocks are gilt some thrice a year, 

If ih.il the aiii/imer is not Ion severe : * 
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I say that I can tell — ^"twas IiaU a minute ; 

I know tbe solar beams take up more time 
Ere, pack'd up for their journey, tbey begiu it ; 

But then their telegraph is less sublime, 
And if they ran a raccj they would not win it 

'Gainst Satan's couriers bound for tiieir own clime, 
Tlie sun takes up some years for every ray 
To reach its go J — the devil not lialf a day. 



Upon the verge of space, about the size 
Of half-a-crowu, a little speck appear'd 

(I've seen a something like it in the skies 
In the £gean, ere a sqaall) ; it near'd. 

And, growing bigger, toot another guiae; 
Like an aerial ship it tack'd, and steer'd. 

Or was steer'd (I am doubtful of the grammar 

Of the last phrase, which makes the stanza stammer ;- 



But take your choice) : and then it grew a cloud ; 

And so it was — a cloud of witnesses. 
But such a cloud ! No land ere saw a crowd 

Of locusts numerous as the heavens saw thesis ; 
They shadow'd with their myriads space ; their loud 

And varied cries were like those of wild geese 
(If nations may be likeu'd to a goose). 
And realised the phrase of " hell broke loose." 



Here crash'd a sturdy oath of stout John Bull, 

Who damn'd away his eyes as heretofore : 
There Paddy brogued " By Jasus ! " — " What's your wuU ? ' 

The temperate Scot exclaim'd : the French ghost saore 
In certain terms I shan't translate in full. 

As the first coachman will ; and 'midst the war. 
The voice of Jonatlian was heard to express, 
" (hit president is going to war, I guess." 

•|2 
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BeBidea there were the Spaniard, Dutch, and Dane; 

In short, an universal shoal of shades 
From Otaheite's isle to Salisbury Plain, 

Of all climes and professions, years and trades. 
Ready to swear against the good king's reign. 

Bitter as clubs in cards are against spadcF ; 
AH summon'd by this grand " stibptena," to 
Try if kings mayn't be damn'd like me or you. 



When Michael saw this host, he first grew pale. 
As angels can ; next, like Itahan twilight, 

Ue tum'd all colours — as a peacock's tail. 
Or sunset streaming through a Gothic skylight 

In some old abbey, or a trout not stale. 

Or distant lightning on the horizon by night. 

Or a fresh rainbow, or a grand review 

Of tliirty regiments in red, green, and blue. 



Tlien he address'd liimaelf to Satan ■ " Why — 
My good old friend, for such I deem you, (hough 

Our different parties make us fight so shy, 
I ne'er mistake you for a pergonal foe ; 

Our difference is puUtieul-, and I 

Trust that, whatever may occur below. 

You know my great respect for you ; and this 

Makes me regret whate'er you do amiss — 



" Why, my dear Lucifer, would you abuse 
My call for witnesses ? I did not mean 

That you should lialf of earth and hell produce; 
'Tis even superfluous, since two honest, clean. 

True testimonies are euough: we lose 
Our time, nay, our eternity, between 

Tlic accusation and defence : if wo 

Hear botli, 'iwill strcteh our immorUlity." 



|j 
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Satan replied, "To me tlie raatler is 
Indifferent, in a personal point of view : 

I can have fifty better souls tlmu this 

With far less trouble than we have gone through 

Abeadyj and I merely argued his 

Late majesty of Britain's case with you 

Upon a point of form : yon naay dispose 

Of him J I've kings enough below, God knows I" 



Thus spoke tlie Demon {late call'd " multifaced" 
By multo-scribbting Southey). "Then we'll call 

One or two persons of the myriads placed 
Aronnd our congress, and dispense with all 

The rest," quoth Michael: " Who may be so graced 
As to speak first? there's choice enough — who shall 

It be?" Then Satan answered, "There arc many; 

But you mny choose Jack Wilkes as well as any." 



A Tnerry, cock-eycdj curious-looking sprite 
Upon the instant starteil from the tlirong, 

Dress'd in a fashion now forgotten fjuJte ; 
I'or all the fashions of the flesh stick long 

By people in the neit world ; where unite 

All the costumes since Adam's, right or wrong. 

From Eve's fig-leaf down to the petticoat. 

Almost as scanty, of days less remote. 



The spirit look'd around upon tlie crowds 

Assembled, and exclaim' d, " My friends of all 

The spheres, we sliall catch cold amongst these clouds ; 
So let's to business ; why this general call ? 

If those are freeholders I see in shrouds. 
And 'tis for an election that they bawl, 

Behold a candidate with uiit urn' d coat ! 

Saint Peter, may I count upou your vote ? " 
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" 8ii," replied Michael, " you mistake ; these tiiiogs 

Are of a fonner life, and what we do 
Above is more august ; to judge of kings 

Is the tribunal met : so now you know." 
" Then I presume those gentlemen with wings," 

Said Wilkes, "are cherubs; and that soul below 
Looks much like George the Third, but to my mind 
A good deal older — bless me ! is he blind P " 



" lie is what you behold him, and his doom 
Depends upon his deeds/' the Angel said ; 

" If you have aught to arraign in him, the tomb 
Gives license to the humblest be^ar's head 

To lift itself against the loftiest." — " Some," 

Said Wilkes, " don't n'ait to see them laid in lead. 

For such a liberty — and 1, for one. 

Have told them what I thought beneath the sun." 



" Move the min repeat, then, what thou hast 

To urge against him," said the Arcliangel, " Why," 

Replied the spirit, "since old scores are past, 
Must I turn evidence ? In faith, not I. 

Besides, I beat him hollow at the last. 
With all his Lords and Commons ; in the sky 

I don't hke ripping up old stories, since 

His conduct was but natural in a prince. 



" Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress 
A poor unlucky devil without a slulliug; 

But then I blame the man himself niucli less 
llian Bute and Grafton, and shall be unwilling 

To see him punish'd here for tlieir excess. 

Since they were both damn'd long ago, and still in 

llieir place below ; for mc, I have forgiven. 

And vote his 'hiibeas corpus ' into hc;iveii," 
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" Wilkes," said the Devil, " I understand all thia ; 

You tum'd to half a courtier ere you died, 
And seem to think it would not be omiss 

To grow a wliole one on the other side 
Of Charon's ferrj ; jou forget that AU 

Beign is concluded ; whatsoe'er betide, 
He won't be sovereign more : you've lost your labour. 
For at the best he will but be your neighbour. 



" However, I knew what to tliink of it. 
When 1 beheld you in your jesting way, 

rutting and whispering round about the spit 
Where Belial, upon duty for the day. 

With Foi's lard was basting William Pitt, 
His pupil ; I knew what to think, I say : 

That fellow even in hell bre«ds farther ills; 

I'll have him ffoff/d — ^"twas one of his own hills. 



"Call Junius!" From the crowd a shadow stalk'd. 
And at the name there vas a general squeeze. 

So that the very ghosts no longer walk'd 
In comfort, at their own aerial ease. 

But were all ramm'd, and jamm'd (but to be balk'd. 
As we shall sec), and jostled hands and knees. 

Like wind compress'd and pent within a bladder. 

Or like a human cohc, which is sadder. 



The shadow came — a tall, thin, grey-bair'd figure, 
That look'd as it had been a shade on earth ; 

Quick in its motions, with an air of vigour. 
But nought to mark its breeding or its birth ; 

Now it wax'd little, then again grew bigger. 
With now an air of gloom, or savage mirth ; 

But as you ga7,ed upon its features, they 

Changed every instant — to teiai, none could say. 
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The more intently the ghosts gazed, the less 
Could thej distinguish whose the features were; 

The Devil himself seem'd puzzled even to guess ; 
They varied hke a dream— now here, now there; 

And several people awure from out the press. 
They knew him perfectly ; and one could swear 

He was his father ; upon which another 

Was sure he was his mother's cousin's brother : 



Another, tliat he was a duke, or knight, 

An orator, a lawyer, or a priest, 
A nabob, a man-midwife i ' but the wight 

Mysterious changed his countenance at least 
Aa oft as they tlieir minda : though in full sight 

He stood, the puzzle only was increased ; 
Tht man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself — he was so volatile and thin. 



The moment that you had pronounced him one, 
Pie»to ! his face chiuiged, and he was another; 

And when that change was hardly well put on, 
It varied, till I don't think his own mother 

(If that he had a mother) would her son 

Have known, he shifted so from one to t'otlier; 

Till guessing from a pleasure grew a task. 

At this epistolary " Iron Mask." ' 



For sometimes he like Cerberus would seem — 
" Three gentlemen nt once " {as sagely say« 

Good Mrs. Malsprop] ; then you might deem 
That he was not even one ; now many rays 

Were flashing round him ; and now a thick steam 
Hid him from sight — like fogs on London days ; 

Now Burke, now Took*, he grew lo jicople's fancies. 

And certcs often like Sir Phihp Francw. 



THE VISION OP JUDOMKNT. 



I've an hypothesis — 'tis quite uiy own ; 

I never let it out till now, for fear 
Of (loiug people harm about the throne. 

And injuring some miniater or peer. 
On whom the stigma might perhaps be blown ; 

It is — my gentle public, lend thine ear 1 
"Tis, that what Junius we are wont to call 
Was really, truly, nobody at all. 



I don't see wherefore letters should not be 
Written without hands, since we daily view 

Them written without heads ; and books, we see, 
Are fiU'd as well without th« latter too: 

And really till we fix on somebody 

For certain sure to claim them as his due, 

l^eiT author, like the Niger's mouth, will bother 

The world to say if there be mouth or author. 



" And who and what art thou ? " the Archangel said. 

" Tor that you may consult my title-page," 
Replied this mighty shadow of a shade : 

" If I have kept my secret ba>f an age, 
I scarce shall tell it now," — -" Canst thou upbraid," 

Continued Michael, "George Rex, or allege 
Aught further?" Juniua answer'd, "You had better 
First ask him for kU answer to my letter : 



" My charges upon record will outlast 
The brass of both his epitaph and tomb." 

" Repent' st thou not," said Michael, " of some past 
Exaggeration ? something which may doom 

Thyself if false, as him if true ? Tiiou wnst 
Too bitter — is it not so ? — in thy gloom 

Of passion P" — " Passion ! " cried the phantom dim, 

" I loved my country, aud I hated liim. 



THE VISIOIT OF JCDGMBST. 



" Wliiit I have written, I have written : let 
The rest be on his head or mine I " So spoke 

Old "Nominis Umbra;" '° and wliile speaking yet. 
Away he melted in celestiai smoke. 

Then Satan said to Michael, " Don't forget 

To call George Wasliington, and John Home Tookt^ 

Aiid Franklin ; " — but at this time tliere was heard 

A cry for room, though not a phantom stirr'd. 



At length with jostling, elbowing, and the aid 

or cherubim appointed to that post. 
The devil Aamodeus to the circle made 

His way, and look'd as if his journey cost 
Some trouble. When his burden down he laid, 

" What's this ?" cried Michael; "why, 'tis not a ghost?' 
" I know it," qaoth the incubus ; " but lie 
Shall be one, if you leave the atfoir to me. 



"Confound the renegado! I have aprain'd 
My left wing, he's so heavy j one would think 

Some of hia works about hia neck were clioiii'd. 

But to the point ; while hovering o'er the brink 
Of Skiddaw " (where as usual it still raia'dj, 

I saw a taper, far below me, wink. 
And stooping, caught this fellow nt o libel — 
No less on history than tUe Holy Bible. 



"The former is the devil's scripture, and 
l"he latter yours, good Michael : so the affair 

Belongs to all of us, you understand. 

I snatch'd him up just as jou see him there. 

And brought him off for sentence out of hand : 
I've scarcely been ten minutes in the air — 

At least a quarter it can hardly be : 

1 dare say that liis wife is still nt tea." 



THB VISION OF JODOMEXT. 



Here Satan said, " I know this man of old, 
And have expected hira for some time here ; 

A sillier fellow you will scarce behold. 
Or more conceited in his petty sphere : 

But surely it was not worth wliile to fold 
Such traah below your wing, Asmodeus dear : 

We had the poor wretch safe (without being bored 

With carriage) coming of his own accord. 



"But since he's here, let's see what he has done." 
" Done ! " cried Asmodeus, " he anticipates 

The very business you are now upon. 

And scribbles as if head clerk to the Fates. 

Who knows to what his ribaldry may run. 

When such an ass as this, hke Balaam's, prates ? " 

"Let's hear," quoth Michael, " what he has to say : 

You kuow we're bound to tliat in every way." 



Now the bard, glad to get an audience, which 
By no means often was his case bdow, 

Be,i;an to coogh, and hawk, and hem, and pitch 
His voice into that awful note of woe 

To all unhappy hearers within reach 

Of poets when the tide of rhyme's in flow ; 

But stuck fast with his first hexameter, 

TJot one of all wliose gouty feet would atir. 



But ere the spavin'd dactyls could be spurr'd 

Into recitative, in great dismay 
Both cherubim and seraphim were heard 

To murmur loudly through their long array; 
And Michael rose ere he could get a word 

Of all his founder'd verses under way. 
And cried, " For God's sake slop, my friend ! 'twere best — 
Non Di, non hominea — you know tlic rest," " 



THE TIStOrf OP JtTBQMKHT. 



A general bustle spread throughout the throng, 
Which seem'd to hold all verse in detestation; 

The angels had of course enough of song 
When upon aervice ; and the generation 

Of ghosts had heard too much in life, not long 
Before, to profit by a new occasion : 

The monarch, mute till then, exclaim' d, " Wliat t n 

Fye " come again P No more — no more of that I " 



The tumult grew ; an universal cough 
Convulsed the skies^ as during a debate, 

When Castlereagh haa been up long enough 
(Before he was first minister of state, 

I mean — the slaves hear wow) ; some cried " Off, off ! " 
As at a farce; till, grown quite desperate, 

The bard Saint Peter pra/d to inteqiose 

(Himself an author) only for his prose. 



Tlie varlet was not an ill-favour'd knave ; 

A good deal like a vulture in the face. 
With a hook nose and a hawk's eye, which gave 

A smart and sharper- looking sort of grace 
To liis whole aspect, which, though ratlier grave. 

Was by no means so ugly as his case ; 
But that, indeed, was hopeless as can be. 
Quite a poetic felony " de »e." 



Then Michael blew his trumji, and slill'd the noioe 
With one still greater, as is yet the mode 

On earth besides ; except some grumbling voice, 
Whicli now and then will make a slight inroad 

Upon decorous silence, few will twice 

Lift up their lungs vhcn fairly overcrow'd ; 

And now the bard could plead his own bad cause. 

With all (he attitudes of self-applause. 



THE VISION OP JPDQMKNT. 



He said — (I only give the heads) — he said. 

He meant no harm in scribbling; 'twas his way 

Upon all topics ; 'twas, besides, bis bread. 

Of which he bntter'd both sides; 'twould delay 

Too long the assembly (he was pleased to dread). 
And take up rutJier more time than a day, 

To name his works — he would but cite a few — 

"Wat Tyler" — "Rhymes on Bleiiheim" — "Waterloo." 



He had written praises of a regicide; 

He had written praises of all kings whatever; 
He had written for republics far and wide. 

And then against them bitterer tlian ever; 
For pautisocracy he once had cried 

Aloud, a scheme less moral than 'twas clever ; 
Then grew a hearty anti-jacohin — 
Had tnm'd his coat — and would have turu'd his skin 



He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glory ; he bad call'd 

Beviewing" "the ungentle craft," and then 
Became as base a critic as e'er crawl'd — 

Fed, paid, and pamper'd by the very men 

By whom his muse and morals had been maul'd : 

He had written much blank verse, and blanker pros^ 

And more of both than any body knows. 



He had written Wesley's life : — here turning round 
To Satan, " Sir, I'm ready to write yours. 

In two octavo volumes, nicely bound, 

With notes and preface, all that most allures 

The pious purchaser; and there's no ground 
For fear, for I can cboose my own reviewers : 

So let me have tiie proper document?. 

That I may add you to my oilier saints." 



THB VKIOS OP JODOMEirT. 



Satan boVd, and was sflent, "Wdl, if jon. 

With amiable modesty, decUue 
My offer, what says itichael ? There are few 

Whose memoirs coold he render'd more divine. 
Mine ia a pen of all work ; not so new 

As it was once, but I would make you shine 
Like your own tmmpet. By the way, my own 
Has more of brass in it, and is as wdl blown. 



" Bnt talking about trumpets, here's my Vision ! 

I^ow you .■■hall judge, all people ; yes, you shall 
Judge with my judgment, and by my decision 

Be guided who shall enter heaven or fall. 
I settle all these things by intuition. 

Times present, past, to come, heaven, hell, and all. 
Like King Alfonso," When I thus see double, 
I save the Deity some worlds of trouble." 



He ceased, and drew forth an MS. ; and no 
Persuasion on the part of devils, saints. 

Or angels, now could stop the torrent ; so 
He read the first three hnes of the contents; 

But at the fourlli, the whole spiritual show 
Had vnnish'd, with variety of scents. 

Ambrosial and sulpiiureous, as they sprang. 

Like lightning, off from his " mclodiona twang." 



Those grand heroics acted as a spell ; 

The angels stopp'd their ears and plied their pinions; 
The devils ran howling, deafen' d, down to hell ; 

The ghosts fled, gibbering, for their own dominions — 
(For 'tis not yet decided where tliey dwell. 

And I leave every man to his opinions) ; 
Michael took refuge in his trump — but, lo I 
His teeth were set on edge, he could not blow I 



Saint Peter, who haa hitherto been known 
For an impetuous aaint, upraised his kej's. 

And at the fifth line knock'd the poet down ; 
Who fell like Phaeton, but more at eaae. 

Into his lake, for there he did not drown ; 
A different web being by the Destinies 

Woven for the Laureate's final wreath, whene'er 

Eeform siiall Jiappen either liere or there. 



He first sank to the bottom — like hia works. 
But soon rose to the surface — like himself; 

For all corrupted things are buoy'd like corks," 
By their own rottenness, light as an elf, 

Or wisp that flits o'er a morass : he lurks, 
It may be, still, like dull books on a shelf, 

Li liis own den, to scrawl some " Life" or " Vision," 

As Welbom says — "the devil turri'd precisian." 



As for the rest, to come to the conclusion 
Of tliis true dream, the telescope is gone 

Whicii kept my optics free from all delusion. 
And show'd me what I iu my turn have shown ; 

All I saw farther, in the last confusion. 

Was, that King George slipp'd into heaven for one; 

And when the tumult dwindled to a calm, 

I left him practising the hundredth psalm. 



NOTES TO THE VISION OP JUDGMENT. 



* [Loiiia ZVI., gailloticMl in Jumarf, 1T9S.] 

* ["I lielieTG it ii slmoat impouible fur wordi to girs ui idn of th« beaut; Mid 
Tuiet; which thia mogiiificaDt pheDOtuenon diaplayed. Tbs Inminoua >rcb had broka 
into irregular muHi, sUeamiDe with much npidiCy in diffurcnt dirediona, nrjing 
GoutJDu&l]} {n ahape uid iatemt, ud eitendiog tbems«lTea frum north, bj the eul, 
to north. The Tumtt pale light of tha nnrom atrooglj resembled that prodooed bj tb« 
combuHtion of phospboraa ; a Terj alight tinge of red iraa noticed when the anror* 

■ ivid, but no other oolourm were TiaiblB." — Sir E. PoTry't Voyage m 181B- 



20, I 



136.1 



'[An, 






ual iCveriljf. " 



! oppiHdUan of Oeorge III. to the Catholic daimi.] 

.ej, peeping (ram beluw the ikirta of tha e«t, marks ■ 

« Walpolc'a Eipr«aai(in in a letter — "the lammer haa a 



* [Among the Tuioaa penooa to whom the lotlcra of Janiaa have lireti attributed 
wo fiud the Dake of Fortland, Lord Oeorge Saekville. Sir Philip Prancia, Iitr. Burke, 
Ur. Dunning, the Bet. John Homo Tooke, Ur. Hugh Boird, Dr. Wilmot. " I dun't 
knciw what to think," aaja Lord Bjtuo in 1813. "Wfa; abonld Jnniua be dead F If 
■nddenlj apoplexed. would he rest in bin gniTe without aending his itlnAsr to ahnnl 
iu the ears of poatifrit;, ' Juniua vaa X. Y, Z., Kaq., bnried in the pariah of * * * * *,* 
Repair hia monument, je chorchwardcsa i Print a new edition of hia Lett«i% ja 
bonkaellen 1 Impoinble, — the man niul be alive, and will nerer die wilhoat tha 
diacloBuni. I like him ; — he waa a good baler." — Sir Philip Franda, whoae preteoBan* 
Lurd Bjron ae«ma to CaTonr, died in 181 8.] 

* [The m^atei? of "rhomme an maaiine defer," the ercrliuling paute of the lait 
eentai7, baa in the opinion of acme been cleared up, b; a French work pobllohad in 
li'ii, aud which fonned the baaia of an entertaining one in BngUib by Lord DoTer.] 

" [The well-known motto of Janiuaia, ••Slat noninu Bfabra."] 

" [Mr, Southej') reodencs wa« on the abors of I>«TW«ntwal«r, near tha Honnlaia 
Bkiddaw.] 



BOTES TO THE V1810N OP JUDOMBNT. 






1 FcrUls ti 



c ot ridicnle to 



" [Henrj James Pje, the predecawir of Mr. Soatbey ia tbo poet-UurMteiliip, died 
'j> 1813. He wmB the sulhor of maoj- works baidei hi« official Odes, and among 
othsra " Alfred," an epic poem. Pye was a mu of good (amil; ia Berkabire, lat 
•OmeUine in parliament, and waa eminently reipeetable in everjlhing but hia poetry.] 

" 8w "LifoofHenijKiilie Whila." 



" SeeAubref'saocoiiiit of thetpparitioD vbicb disappeared "witb acuriDUspcrfuint 
1 a nuitl nulodioM ItKtns;" or see lbs " AjUiquary," vol. i., p. '225. 
" A dnnrned bod; lis at Ibe bottom till rottca ; ittbenfloala, aamost people knon 
n ill-judged »nd not a *r11 



'* [Soutbey'a Visioa of Judgment appeAra b 
ex<vuted work. MJLtou nlooe baa ever fouuoea a notion op me oaa^s oi reTcimion 
vitbout degrading bii aubjoct ; but Hilton haa been blamed by the moat judiciotia 
orjtirs, and bia warmeat adminra, for eicpreBaing tbe counsels of Eternal Wifldoni, sod 
tbe decrcea of Almighty Paver, bj words asHlgned to tbe Deity. It Is impossible to 
deceiiB ourselves into a belief that wurds prooeeded from tbe Holy Spirit, except uo 
the warrant of inspiraUon itself. It is here only that Milton fails, and hero llill-in 
tumetimea shocks. The blasphemies of Milton's derils offend not a pious ear, because 
ibey are deiils who utter them. Nor are wc displeased with the poet's presumpiiuu 
in felguiug language for faeSTenly spirits, because it ia a language that lilU the suni to 
heareo. Tbe woria are human ; hut tbe tnitha they Hprea*, iu>d tbe doctiinei Uwy 
Mach, are iitina.—Blaeheood, 182S.] 



THE AGE OF BEONZE; 



01, 



CARMEN SEOULARB ET ANNUS BAUD MIRABILISl 



''Lnptr Oongrtamt AchiUL'' 



r2 



INTfiODUCTION TO THE A&E OF BRONZE. 



la t^e Igng line oF Bngliih Banmi few codM be pnmder of tbcir pMiKge tluu Laid 
Bjron, or more tcnwioiu of its piiTileges. It is oonunoD eaangh for the numt jckIom 
uiaMcnita to be the odToOilea of tha people, if for no betUr motive thhn to jsin Um 
Bweeli of populuitj to the dignitj of ruijc. Lord Bjron never m&de polilica m pnnnit, 
nor did ha uanRllf take In them the ordiiuu; interest which is felt b; the genenljtj at 
Hluiat«d mea. CircnmsljiDces, howerei-, induced him to throw hie weight into tha 
liberal waXe, The Gnt important uonnectionB which he formed in London were of 
the Whig peranarion. and locial inflaenee, in e dispouUon like bia, helped Urgclj to 
determine his poliliotl biu. tie wu inclmed, too, on ever; eabject to stand forth usung 
the chAmpioni of the lAtitadinuiai) vd<^ from his lore of Htartling sober people with 
tlie eitiBTSguiDe of hie dootiineB, and shocking them h7 the fimience with which ha 
railed at the dignitaries in whom the; confided. Add to thia, that moet of bla man- 
huud waa pa»ed abroad, where there woa little to ooaciliate ■ generous nature to Ihe 
gDTenimeul4 of the da;, and where reroln lionarj projecta attracted a spirit that delighted 
in stomiB. He profeeeed, nBTertbelcn, to be quite aa aTerse to the tj^ranoy of 
to the tyranny of kings, but not KaTing deliberated on the moat diffirultof 
meant of obtunlcg and eecanng a well-regulated freedom — it is easy b> pereeira that 
be Ipoke and act«d &om the impulse of the hour, and often from bis deiire to show 
hit wit, ur to gratify hia ipleen. Until he composed the " Age of Bronie," at Genoa, 
to the early part of 1833, politics had only been treated by bim incidentoll; or ui 
minor piece*, and when at last he deroted tbia satire to the aubJeeC, be appears not to 
have written from the fulness of hia mind, or oa any well-defined plan. He ittumed 
l>i a faioante theme, — the low and lofty qualities which were antithetically mixed in 
the character of Napoleon, — jeered at the Congress of Verona and the sorereigna wtui 
conrened it. rated the Unded interest of England fur their attempt to keep np rent^ 
and concluded with exclaiming agaioat Uaria Louisa for ber seoond marriage, and witll 
laughing st Sir William Curtis for appearing at Holyiood in a tartan dress. Nooeof theM 
topic* are bandied with bis wonted power, eioept a portion of the first, when a Inr 
■porks are oaUed forth by tite eiila sf If apoleon which shine with the brilliancy (£ Um 
furmer flame. Brief aa are those passages no otbeipen conldbaTO produced them, and 
they are only wanting in eSect because the lofty Sight is not long austeined- On tlM 
publication of the poem in London, by Ur. John Hunt, considerable doubts of ita 
lulhoitleity were cipreised, for the knight having (ailed in his usual proweaa, KinM 
clumsy imitator wm anfp«ol«d of bariDg borrowed the dcTiee on hia shield. 



THE AGE OF BRONZE. 



The "good old times" — all timea wlieri old are good- 
Are gone ; the present might be if they would j 
Great things have been, and are, and greiiter still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will : 
A wider space, a greener field, is given 
To those who play their " tricks before high heaven." 
I know not if the angels weep, but men 
Have wept enough — for wliat ? — to weep again I 



All is exploded — be it good or bad. 
Beader 1 remember when thou wert a lad, 
Then Pitt was all ; or, if not all, so much. 
His very rival almost dcem'd him such.' 
We, we have seen the intellectual race 
Of giants stand, like Titans, face to face — < 
Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea 
OF eloquence between, which flow'd all free, 
Aa the deep billows of the JEig&in roar 
Betwiit the Hellenic and the Phrygian shore. 
But where are they — the rivals I a few feet 
Of sullen eartli divide each winding sheet." 



> [Mr. Vox DMil to wj— 
' [The ginv* of Mr. Fox, 
of Hi. KtL] 



THB AOK OF BRONZE. 

How peaceful and how powerful is the ^ve, 
Wliich hushes all ! a calm, unstormy wave, 
Wliich oversweeps the world. The theme is old 
Of " dust to dust ; " but Lalf its tnle untold : 
Time tempers not its terrors — atiil the worm 
Winds its cold folds, the tomb preserves ils form. 
Varied above, but still alike below ; 
The um may ahine, the ashes will not glow, 
Though Cleopatra's mummy cross the sea 
O'er which from empire she lured AntJiony; 
Though Alexander's um a show be grown 
On shores he wept to conquer, though unknown — 
How vain, how worse than vain, at length appear 
The madman's wish, the Macedonian's tear ! 
He wept for worlds to conquer — half tlie earth 
Knows not liis name, or but his death, and birtli. 
And desolation ; while his native Greece 
Hath all of desolation, save its peace. 
He " wept for worlds to conquer I " he who ne'er 
Conceived the globe, he paiiled not to spare I 
With even the busy Northern Isle unknown. 
Which holds his um, and never knew bis throne.' 



But where is he, the modem, mightier for, 

Who, born no king, made monarcJis draw his car; 

The new Seaostris, whose unharness'd kings,' 

tVeed from the bit, believe themselves with wings. 

And spurn the dust o'er which they crawl'd of late, 

Chain'd to the chariot of the chieftain's stat« ? 

Yea I where is he, the champion and the child 

Of all that's great or little, wise or wild ; 

Whose game was empires, and whose stakes were thrones ; 

Whose table earth — whojc dice were human bones? 

Behold the grand result in yon lone isle,' 

And, as thy nature urges, weep or smile. 

* (Tha nrwrbiiEiu, of hnccU. vhieli ia unjipoHd V> haTs cantuned the dnit gf I 
Alcundcr, csine iulo Ibe pouMHion of the BuKli^h »nny. ^t llie npilolitiuD ct 
Al<!tAD'1ru^ in FebrnUT, 18l)2, wid isaow in thefiritiah Mdkiud.] 

* [SomttrU U Mod bf Kodonu, M bave b*d his diuint drawn 1>v cUht TUQuidMd ' 
Borereigm.] ' [Si. Helen..] 
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THB AQR OP BKONZB. 

Sigli to behold the eagle's lofty rnge 

Beduced to nibble at hia narrow cage ; 

Smile to survey the qaeller of the nations 

Now daily squabbling o'er disputed rations j 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines. 

O'er curtail'd dishes and o'er stinted winea ; 

O'er petty quarrels upon petty things. 

Is this the man who scourged or feasted kings? 

Behold the scales in which his fortune hangs, 

A surgeon's* statement, and an earl's' harangues! 

A bust dela/d,' a book refused, can shake 

The sleep of him who kept the world awake. 

Is this indeed the tamer of the great. 

Now slave of all could tease or irritate — 

The paltry gaoler ' and the prying spy. 

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh p ' 

Plunged in a dungeon, lie had still been great; 

How low, how little was this middle state. 

Between a prison and a palace, where 

How few could feel for what he had to bear I 

Vain his complaint, — ray lord presents his bill, 

His food and wine were doled out duly still; 

Vain was his sickness, never was a clime 

So free from homicide — to doubt's a crime; 

And the stilf surgeon, who mnintain'd his cause. 

Hath lost his place, and gain'd the world's applause.' 

But smile — though all the pangs of brain and heart 

Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art ; 

Though, save the few fotid friends and imaged face 

Of that fair boy his sire shall ne'er embrace, 

None stand by his low bed— though even the mind 

Be wavering, which long awed and awes mankind : 



• pCr. BanrC 
' [KkI Bsthnr 
■ [The burt of 

• [Sir Hud»a 



r. Banr O'Momi.] 
[KkI Bsthnrat.] 
• [Thebiirtofbi»»on.l 
■^- " ■ Lowe.] 



it of hii interriev with the ex-emputir 

"VojTige to Loo-choo."] 

' [In 1318. O'Uean, in k laUar to tb* kdminltj, iniiiiiutcii Om tvo jmn pn- 

Tiooily Bir HaiUon lynif twd niggcal«il to bim to rid th* world of Napoleon. D'Houa 

wa> in oonHquenoe diamund the Krricc, oa the ^nnri that if the cbKrgi; wu not ■ 

oltunDj ho wM iocidiUBblc for baiini kept it ki long a ■Miot.] 



THB AQB OP BR0NZ8. 



Smile — for the fettered eagle breaks his chain* 
And higher worlds than this are bis again.* 



How, if that soaring spirit still retain 

A conscious twilight of his blazing reign. 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 

The litUe that he was and sought to be ! 

What though his name a wider empire foand 

Than his ambition, though with scarce a bound ; 

Though first in glory, deepest in reverse. 

He tasted empire's blessings and its curae ; 

Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 

I'roin chains, would gladly be lAeir tyrant's ape ; 

How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave. 

The proudest sea-mark that o'ertopa the wave ! 

What though his gaoler, duteous to the last. 

Scarce deem'd the coffin's lead could keep him fast. 

Refusing one poor line along the lid. 

To date the birth and death of all it hid ; 

That name siiall hallow the ignoble shore, 

A talisman to all save him who bore : 

I'he fleets that sweep before the eastern blast 

Shall hear their sea-bovs hail it from the mast ; 

"When Victorj'B Gallic column shall but rise. 

Like Pompey's pillar, iu a desert's skies. 

The rocky isle that holds or held his dust. 

Shall crown the Atlantic like the hero's bust. 

And mighty nature o'er his obsequies 

Do more than niggard envy still denies. 

But what are these to him ? Can glory's lust 

Touch the freed spirit or the fetter'd dust ? 

Small care hath he of what his tomb consists ; 

Nought if he sleeps — nor more if he exists : 

Alike the better-seeing shade will smile 

On the rude cavern of the rocky isle. 

As if liis ashes found their latest home 

In Rome'a Pantheon or Gaul's mimic dome. 



* [BaDupaiie died the t'M of Miy, 1S31.1 
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He wants not this ; but France sliall feci tiie wane 

Of this last conooiation, though so scant : 

Her honour, fame, and faith demaiid hia bones, 

To rear above a pyramid of thrones ; 

Or carried onward in the battle's van. 

To fomi, like Guesclin's* dust, her talisman. 

But be it as it is— the time may come 

His name shall beat the alarm, like Ziska's drum.* 



I 
I 



Oh heaven ! of which he was in power a feature; 

Oh earth I of wjiich he was a noble creature ; 

Thou isle I to be rememher'd long and well, 

I'liat saw'st the unfledg'd eaglet chip his sliell ! 

Ye Alps which view'd him in his dawning flights 

Hover, the victor of a hundred fights ! 

Thou Kome, who saw'st tJiy Creaar's deeds outdone 1 

Alaa ! why pass'd he too the Rubicon — 

The Rubicon of man's awaken'd rights. 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites ? 

EgypC ! from whose all dateless tombs arose 

forgotten Pharaolis from their long repose, 

Aiid shook within their pyramids to hear 

A new Cambjses thundering in their ear ; 

While tbe dark shades of forty ages stood 

Like startled giants by Nile's famous flood;' 

Ur from the pyramid's tall pinnacle 

Beheld the desert peopled, as from hell. 

With clashing hosts, who strew'd the barreo sand, 

To re-manure the uncultivated land t 

Spain I which, a moment mindless of the Cid, 

Beheld his banner flouting tliy Madrid ! 

' [Onojclin, eoUBlabU of Praope, died in the midrt of h'u trinmph* bofitre Chilean- 
DcaC de RuidoD, in 13B0, The Eagliab guruon which \ud oooditioned h> lamodeT 
kt k nrliUD time, morohed out the day after hit de&tb ; and the conunuideT reepect- 
M.\j Uid the iejs of the fortron on lite bier, ao that it might appear to hava 
ntrreailered to bja ashes, ) 

■ [Jiihn Ziaka — a di>tinguiihed leader of tbe Hnssitee. It is rworded of blm, that 
in dfing, he ordered his altiii to b« made the eoTeriiig of a drum. The BoWnian^ 
h' >ld hii memoij in snpeiBtitioUB veneration. ] 

* {At the battle of tiie pynUDidi, inJoIj, I73S, Buonaparte ■aid—"SDldien I rrois 
th« iDounit ufjondei pjivnidj fortjr a(e* behold JOD."] 



THE ABB OP BEOBZE. 

Aiistrial nliich ssw thy twice-ta'en capital 
Twice spared to be the ttaitreas of Lib fall t 
Te race of Frederic ! — Frederics but in name 
And falsehood — heirs to all except iiis fame ; 
Who, cruah'd at Jena, crouch'd at Berlin, fell 
YiTst, and but rose to follow I Ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
The unpaid amount of Catharme's bloody debt I 
Poland ! o'er which the avenging angel past, 
But left thee as he found thee, stiU a waste, 
forgetting all thy atill enduring claim. 
Thy lotted people and extiiiguiah'd name. 
Thy sigh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear. 
That sound that crashes in the tyrant's ear — 
Kosciusko I On — on^-on — tlie thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their czar. 
The half barbaric Moscow's minarets 
Gleam in the sun, but 'tis a sun that sets I 
Moscow ! thou limit of his long career. 
For which rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see in vain — ie saw tJiee — how ? with spire 
And palace fuel to one common fire. 
To this the soldier lent kia kindling match, 
To this the peasant gave his cottage tJiatch, 
To this the merchant flung his hoarded store, 
The prince his hall — and Moscow was no more 1 
Sublimest of volcanoes ! Etna's flame 
Pales before thine, and quenchless Hecla's tame ; 
Yeauvius shows his blaze, an usual sight 
For gaping tourista, from his hackiiey'd height: 
Thou stoud'st alone unrivall'd, till the lire 
To come, in which ail empires shall expire 1 



Tlion othp.r element I as strong and stem, 
To teach a lesson conquerors will not learn I — 
Whose icy wing flapp'd o'er the faltering fo^ 
Till ftll a hero with each flake of snow ; 
Mow did thy numbing beak and silent fang, 
Pierce, till hosts pcrisli'd with a single pang ! 
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In vain shall Seine look up along liis bmiks 

I'or the gay thousands of his dashing ranks ! 

In vain shall France recat beneath lier vines 

Her youth — their blood flows faster tlian her winea 

Or stagnant in their human ice remains 

In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Ilal/s broad aun awaken 

Her oB'spring chiU'd ; its beams are now forsaken. 

Of all the trophies gather'd from tlie war. 

What shall return? the conqueror'a broken carl 

The conqueror's yet unbroken lieart ! Again 

The horn of Eoland sounds, and not in vain. 

Lutzen, where fell the Swede of victory,' 

Beholds him conquer, but, alas ! not die : 

Dresden surveys three despots fly once more 

Before their sovereign, — sovereign as before; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits the field, 

And Leipsic's treason bids the unvanqoiah'd yield; 

The Saxon jackal leaves tlie lion's aide 

To turn the bear's, and wolf's, und fox'a guide; 

And backward to the den of his despair 

The forest monarch slirinks, but finds no lair I 



Oh ye I and each, and all I Oh France ! who found 
Tby long fair fields plough'd up as hostile ground. 
Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still 
His only victor, from Montmartre's hill 
Look'd down o'er trampled Paris ! and thou lale,' 
Which aeest Etruria from thy ramparts amilc^ 
Thou momentary shelter of bis pride, 
Till woo'd by danger, his yet weeping bride ! 
Oh, France ! retaken by a single march. 
Whose path was through one long triumplial arch I 
Oh, bloody and most bootless Waterloo I 
Which proves how fools may have their fortune too. 
Won half by blunder, half by treachery : 
Oh, dull Saint Helen ! with thy gaoler nigh — 
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Hear! hear Prometfaeos* from liis rock &ppMl 

To earth, air, ocean, all that felt or feel 

Uia power and glory, all who yet shall hear 

A name eternal as the rolling year ; 

He teachea them the lesson taught so lon^ 

So oft, »o vainly — learn to do no wrong I 

A single step into the right had made 

This man the Washington of worlds betray'd: 

A single step into the wrong lias given 

His name a doubt to all the winds of heartm ; 

The reed of Fortune, and of thrones the rod. 

Of Fame the Moloch or the demigod ; 

His conntry's Ccesar, Kurope's Hannibal, 

Without their decent dignity of fall. 

Yet Vanity herself had better taught 

A surer path even to the fame lie sought. 

By pointing out on historj''s fruitless page 

Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin's quiet memory climbs to heaven. 

Calming the lightning which he thence hath riven, 

Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 

Freedom and peace to that which boasts his birth ; ' 

While Washington's a watchword, such as ne'er 

Shall sink while there's an echo left to air : * 

While even the Spaniard's thirst of gold and war 

Forgets Pizarro to shout 13olivar I ' 

Ihe r™der lo tha firrt addren of Promelhnu in Xtchyliu, iil>«n hg ia ■• 
I AtlcDiUnU, uid before Ihe utit*! of Che chomi of Su-Djmphi. 
["EUiereil »ir, ui] ye (wtR-winged winJ^ 
Yo riTBn uprirging from fnali fonnU, jc w 
That o'er th' intcnu-iiubU occwi wmth 
Tour rriipcd imilia, thou »ll-|irDd>iciiig «rUi, 
And thee, bright aun. I call, whuw fluning orb 
Viettn the wide world beustb, eee what, & god, 
I mfler IfDiD the gsdi : with what fierce paiai, 
Behold, what torturee for reTolving b^ 
1 hen niiiat itrnggla." — PoTTca'a tranttalieii.] 
eil'known motto on i, Pnmeb medal of Pnoklm «■• — 
" Bripoii imdIo fatmeiL, noeptmiBqlie tTrannu."] 
'd be the Int mu (««1 the IMnalor), not the Bjlla, but the Wuhiii^lcio, a 
^ (he leader in talent and Inilh, ii Is be neit to (he DMnitj."— ~ 
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Alas t why must the same Atkutic wave 
Which wafted freedom gird a tyrant's grave — 
The king of kinjjs, and jet of slaves the slave, 
Who burst the chains of millions to renew 
The verj fetters which Ida arm broke through. 
And crush'd the rights of Europe and his own, 
To flit between a dungeon and a throne p 



But 'twill not be — the spark's awaken' d — lo 1 
The swarthj Spaniard feels his former glow ; 
The same high spirit wliich beat back the Moor 
Through eight long ages of alternate gore 
Revives — and where ? in that avenging clime 
Where Spain was once synonymous with crime. 
Where Cortes' and Pizarro's banner flew, 
The infant world redeems her name of " New." 
'Tis the old aspiration breathed afresh. 
To kindle souls within degraded flesh. 
Such as repulsed the Persian from the shore 
Where Greece aag — No ! she still is Greece once mo 
One common cause makes myriads of one breast, 
Slaves of the East, or helots of the West : 
On Andes' and on Athos' peaks unfurl'd. 
The self-same standard streams o'er either world : 
The AtJienian wears again Ilarmodius' sword ; ' 
Tlie Chili chief abjures his foreign lord ; 
T))e Spartan knows himself once more a Greek, 
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each cacique ; 
Debating despots, hemm'd on either shore, 
Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic's roar ; 
I'hrough Calpe's strait the rolling tides advance. 
Sweep slightly by the half-tamed land of France, 
Dash o'er the old Spaniard's cradle, and would fain 
Unite Ausouia to the mighty main : 

' The fnmoiu hjrmii, umbed to Caltistrstus : — 

"CDier'd vith mjrtle-*reslhs, I'll •mmt nj nrord 
Like brave Hanoodius, and ku patriot friend 
Arintogelloii. *hn tbe law< rettored. 

The tjnuit slew, and bailc oiTpreiiainn md," kt. jlc] 



I TO LGB 07 BBOXZI. 

But dnTcn from thence awliile, ;et not for sjt. 

Break o'er th' .£gean, miodM of the daj 

Of SsUmis ! — there, there the waves arise. 

Not to be lull'd by tjrant lictories, 

Lone, lost, aban('on'd in their ntmost need 

Bj Christian!, anto whom they gave their creed. 

The desolated lands, the ravaged isle. 

The foster'd fend encouraged to beguile. 

The aid evaded, and the cold delay, 

Proiong'd but in the hope to make a prey ; — ' 

These, these aliall tell the tale, and Greece can bIioi 

The false &iend worse than the infuriate foe. 

But this is well : Greeks only should free Greece, 

Not the barbarian, with his mask of peace. 

llow should the autocrat of bondage be 

Tiic king of serfs, and set the nations free P 

Better still serve the haughty Mussulman, 

Than swell the Cossaque's prowling caravan ; 

Better still toil for masters, than await, 

The slave of slaves, before a Russian gate, — 

Number'd by hordes, a human capital, 

A live estate, existing but for thrall. 

Lotted by thousands, as a meet reward 

For the first courtier in the Czar's re-gard ; 

While their immediate owner never tastes 

His sleep, latu dreaming of Siberia's wastes; 

Better succumb even to their own despair, 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 



But not alone within the hoariest chme 

Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Time, 

And not alone where, plunged in night, a crowd 

Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud. 

The dawn revives: renown'd, romantic Spain 

Holds back the invader from her soil sgain. 

Not now the Boman tribe nor Punic horde 

Demand her fields as lists to prove the sworil ; 
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Not now the Vandal or the Visigoth 

Pollute the plains, alike abhorring both ; 

Nor old Pelajo ou his mountaui rears 

The warlike fathers of a thousand years. 

That seed is sown and reap'd, as oft the Moot 

Sighfl to rememher on his dusky shore. 

Long in the peasant's song or poet's page 

Has dwelt the memory of Abencerrage ; 

The Zegri, and the captive victors, flung 

Back to the barbarous realm from whence they sprung, 

But these are gone — their faith, their swords, their sway, 

Yet left more anti-christian foes than they j 

The bigot monarch, and the butcher priest. 

The Inquisition, with her burning feast. 

The faith's red " auto," fed with human fuel, 

While sate the catholic Moloch, calmly cruel. 

Enjoying, with inexorable eye, 

Tliat fiery festival of agony I 

The stern or feeble sovereign, one or both 

By turns ; the haughtiness whuse pride was sloth ; 

The long degenerate noble ; the debased 

Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced. 

But more degraded ; the unpeopled realm ; 

The once proud navy which forgot the helm; 

The once impervious phalanx disnrray'd ; 

The idle forge that form'd Toledo's blade j 

The foreign wealth that fiow'd on ev'ry shore. 

Save hers who earn'd it with the native's gore ; 

The very language which might vie with Rome's, 

And once was known to nations like their homes, 

Neglected or forgotten : — such was Spain ; 

But such she is not, nor shall be again. 

Tliese worst, these Aome invaders, felt and feel 

The new Numautiue soul of old Castile, 

Up I up again ! undaunted Tauridor I 

The bull of Phalaris renews liis roar; 

Mount, cliivalrous Hidalgo I not in rain 

Revive the cry — " lago ! and close Spain I " ' 

' ["Sanliigoy «err» Kspifia I" tfan old Spanush wmr-cry,] 
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Yes, close her with jout aruieJ bosoms round. 

And form the barrier which Napoleon found, — 

The exterminnting war, the desert plain, 

Tlie streets without a tenant, save the slain ; 

The wild sierra, with its wilder troop 

Of vulture-plumed guerrillas, on the stoop 

For their incessant prey ; the desperate wall 

Of Saragossa, mightiest in her Ml ; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid 

Waving her more than Amazonian blade j 

The knife of A rragon,' Toledo's steel ; 

The famous lance of chivalrous Castile; 

The unerring rifle of the Catalan ; 

The Andalusian courser in the van j 

The torch to make a Moscow o[ Madrid j 

And in each heart the spirit of the Cid ; — 

Such have been, such shall be, such are. Advance, 

And win — not Spain ! but thine own freedom, France t 



But lo I a Congress ! ' What 1 that liallow'd name 
'Which freed the Atlantic ! May we hope the same 
For outworn Europe ? With the sound arise. 
Like Samuel's shade to Saul's monarchic eyes. 
The prophets of young Freedom, summon'd far 
From chmes of Washington and Bolivar ; 
Henry, the forest-bom Demosthenes, 
"Whose thunder shook the Philip of the seas ; * 
And stoic Franklin's energetic shade, 
Bobed in the lightnings which his hand allay'd; 
And Wasliington, the tyrant-tamer, wake, 
To bill us blush for llicse old chains, or break. 

' Tbc AmgouUm 4r« pecntlu-l; derteroni in th* um of tbli wotpon, tad diipItTsd ' 



it nutieularlj in fonrnir Fnocb « 
' [TtB Congr 



* [Tbe CoDgTHB of the BoTerelgni of RuBUk, Anatru, Frauit, be. ke., wl 
uwmbli^ U VatiDk, in tlie ■utumn of 1822,] 

• [Pfttnck Hfiu7, of Vin^niu, ■ Iwling member of the AiDericu CoDgrcM, di*d !■ 
June. ITM, Lord Byron kllndta to his fBmoaa ipeech in ITSS, JD which, ooMrioft 
"Cumr had hia Bnitm — Chirles the Pint had bi< Croroirell — »nd Ooorp t6 

Thinl " llanrj wu intpnupttil *ith > ihout of "Tmunn! Immim 1 1" — bnl 

omIIj finiibed thanatesn witli— "Geargt tlx Thijrd maspr^ bf their txamfU."} 
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Bat toio compoae Uiis senate of the few 

That should redeem the many ? JfAo renew 

This consecrated name, till now assign'd 

To councils held to benefit mankind P 

Who now assemble at the holy call F 

The blest Alliance, which says three are all 1 

An earthly trinity t which wears the shape 

Of heaven's, as man ia mimick'd by the ape. 

A pious unity ! in purpose one — 

To melt three fools to a Napoleon. 

Why, Egypt's gods were rational to these ; 

Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees, 

And, quiet in their kennel or their shed, 

C&red little, bo that they were duly fed; 

But these, more hungry, must have something more— 

The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. 

Ah, how much happier were good jEsop's frogs 

Than we 1 for ours are animated logs, 

With ponderous malice swaying to and fro. 

And crushing nations with a atupid blow ; 

All dully anxious to leave littl* work 

Unto the revolutionary stork. 



Thrice blest Verona ! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee t 
Honour'd by them, thy treacherous site foists 
The vaunted tomb of " all the Capuleta I "' 
Thy Scaligers — for what waa "Dog the Great,"' 
" Can Grande,"' (which I venture to translate,) 
T') these sublimer pugs ? Thy poet too, 
Catullus, whose old laurels yield to new ; 

' [" I hire hepn o»er Yeron*. The ■mph itheatre is wonderful — betta even Qreooe. 
Of the trath of Juliet's rtorj thej Hem t«n»aom to a dfgree, ijuiiitiiiii on the fivl, 
giTiDg B date (1303), snd ■huiring » tomb. It is s plain, open, and jivtlj Jeai;eil 
laroophaguB, with withered leaiea ia It, ia a wild and deaulale eoQTeutuat garden, 
ODCC D cemeterjr, now raiacd to thi «er]' grsrei. The ntnaUan itniclc me as vecy 
■pproprioU to the legend, btiag bliRhtsd m thnr Iotb. The Oothic monumenu 
of the Sealiger priocve pleased me, but 'a poor Tirtnoso am I.'" — Byfo* LtHtn, 



Aad D^i ait Adho'd V *f ^; 
«r 9h4 « MB. «fc«c Mdi M> d ««■ 

WOB w fa Ift^ tt ■>*« I* ^ atf 1 

To'kl Orrmm ^ Ar ««U m tac I 
Cawd to ^ ifceiiR wi& h^ari np^ 

r- -'-- ^ -'-"^- "* -'j ■ • 

tin pw ifw » thva^ Oy fcigein h»i 



The nloeaft of wiltsM Md (tf w I 

A* eager Cor ft pbadit as > raeln, 

Aiid JoM as fit for flirting as the hdm; 

A Calomd beaut; with a Conack vit, 

had paenNU qnil, wben 'lis not frost-bit; 

Kow half disM^ring to > Ubnal Ihav, 

But harden'd back wtiene'et the monnng's tav; 

With no objectim to true Ubei^, 

Except that Jt would moke the nations free. 

How well the iinpeml d&nAj prates of peace ! 

How fain, if Greeks would be his slaves, free Greece I 

How noblj gave he back the Poles their Diet, 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet ! 

How ktniJljr would he send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her proent pulks, to lecture Spain I 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 

Hia goodly person, from the South long hid I 

A blea*ing cheaply purcliased, the world knows. 

By having MuKovit«a for friends or foes. 



I 
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frotxeA, thou namesake of great Pliilip'3 son ! 

La Harpe, thine Aristotle, beckons on ;' 

And that which Scythia was to him of yore 

Find with thy Scjthiana on Iberia's shore. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth. 

Thy predecessor on the banks of Pruth ; 

Tbou hast to aid thee, should his lot be thine. 

Many an old woman, but do Catherine.* 

Spain, too, hath rocks, and n'vers, and defiles—* 

The bear may rush into the lion's toils. 

Fatal to Goths are Xeres' suuny fields ;' 

Think'at thou to thee Napoleon's victor yields ? 

Bett«r reclaim thy deaerta, turn thy swords 

To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir liordes 

Bedeem thy realms from slavery and the knout. 

Than follow headlong in the fatal route. 

To infest the clime whose skies and laws are pare 

With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure ; 

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe : 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago ; 

And wouldst thou furnish them with fresher prey ? 

Alas I thou wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

I am Diogenes, tJiough Russ and Hun 

Stand between mine and many a myriad's sun ; 

But were I not Diogenes, I'd wander 

Rather a worm than nicA an Alexander I 

Be slaves who will, the cynic shall be free ; 

His tub hath tougher walls than Sinopc : 

Still will be hold his lantern up to scon 

Tlie face of monarchs for an " honest man." 



' |CutoDcl La, Baift — tks (ator of AleiimdeT— woa ■uppmed to hire ia 
Ifirgcly Uu) chkneter of hii pupil. Th« Emperor Instigated tiic Congrea lo ibr m 
inUrrsDlioD for ropraaing tli« itemoerttic party in Spaio. ] 

* The ilcxMritj of Catberiiui eilricnted Peter (niled tlic Great by Murtciy), > 
■lUTuimded by the UuHoliuBai 00 the banks of the Hter Frulh. 
["Bight Uionaand nm had to Aatimaa mairb'd 
Beneath Cuunt Joliim'a Lnamu'. Tu ravungo 
Hia qoarrel, twioe Uiat number left their bones. 
Slain in uanatDral battle, oa (ha field 
Of Xem, *hen Ifao aeeptTe from the Qolhs 
By rigbtoon* Hearen mu raft" — 8oirtBff» Itoderiri,] 



Am] «te iktk GmI, Ae dl-poBk ^ 
or «.^ a*> Jbv ad 1^ k^ 

f¥MmMBl' ^ 

Be&n he fa^ • wic^ mJ «faa ^ fem^ 
H(» -Ike fe - aeki far 1^ Mvcr iMid ? 

"ii niitiihriiBBii ■iI'miii a ft! Iii'li III" 

A Gaffie HHle b^ Mtc hngv Ob or ; 
Era Conta^ tkvK^ MrtviTdcbrt^ 
Hurt i^ wsl dn U> ipeeA Id n^aie. 
But tb* coati titUe to trae Ftab^ vWd nOa- 
CoaAit Uwi liita, ver it to Ihn biker. 

lb Hrtamig loog, and tBtaf7«iiliBg Mt? 
Hioa^ tUs m not the BKlkri of old BflB^ 
Wha TbII^ fateraed tftr taA -woai don^ 
StHMthan kM MBdioi^d the tziMMtM, 
In agrag doqamee Bank " Actioa, adnBl* 



But Where's the ntoiurch ? hath be dined P oi jct 

Groans beneath indigestion's htxtj debt ? 

Have revolutionaiT pates risen. 

And tarn'd the rord entnila to a prison? 

Have discontented movements stin'd the troops ? 

Or have no moTementa folloVd tnitorous soupa ? 

Hare Carbonaro' cooks not carbonadoed 

Each coiurae enongfa ? or doctors dire dissaaded 

Bepletion ? All ! in thj dejected looks 

I read all France's treason in her cooks I 

Good clasaic Louis ! is it, canst thou say. 

Desirable to be the "Desir^?" 

Whj wooldst tboa leave calm Uartwell's green abod 

Apician table, and Uoration ode, 

* [Thamambenof thenrast npobUouiuneuLiaHicluohlud bcearaawtlylbtBai ' 
ia IWI7 Mnmadtiie dwignMion of "Cubonui'' leollianl.] 

* [H*rtrtll, in BnckiDfbanubin — ths rendmo of Loow XVIIL dniiii^ lb* Itllw j 
fwiB of tb« Emipation.] 



I 
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To rule a people who will not be ruled. 

And love much rather to be acourg'd than school'd P 

Ah ! thine was not the temper or the taste 

For thrones ; the table sees thee better placed ; 

A mild Epicurean, form'd, at best. 

To be a kind host and as good a guest. 

To talk of letters, and to know hy heart 

One Aa/ftha poets, all the gourmand's art ; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit. 

And gentle when digestion may permit;— 

But not to govern lands enslaved or &ee ; 

The gout was martyrdom enough for thee. 



ShaH noble Albion pass without a plirose 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise ? 
" Arts, arms, and George, and glory, and the isles. 
And happy Britain, wealth, and Freedom's smiles. 
White cliffs, that held invasion far aloof, 
Ckintented subjects, all ahke tax-]»roof. 
Proud Wellington, with eagle beak so curl'd, 
That nose, the hook where he suspends the world !' 
And Waterloo, and trade, and— — -(hush ! not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt) 

And ne'er (enough) lamented Castlereagh, 
Whose penknife slit a goose-quiU t'other day — 
And ' pilots who have weather'd every storm' — ' 
(But, no, not even for rhyme's sake, name Reform)." 
These are the themes thus sung so oft before, 
Methinks we need not sing them any more ; 
Found in so many volumes far and near. 
There's no occasion you should Hnd them here. 
Yet something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what's stranger still, with rhyme. 
Even this thy genius, Canninf; ! may perjnit. 
Who, bred a statesman, still wast born a wit. 



The Bonun ipplin it 
' [■'Thfl Pilot thjitw. 
Pitt, hj Cuuting,] 



> ■Dsppndit wJaoM." — HoBici. 
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And never, even in that dull House, couldst tame 
To unleaven'd [vose thine own poetic flame ; 
Our last, our best, our only orator,' 
Even I can praise tliee — Tories do no more : 
Nay, not so much ; — they hate thee, man, because 
Thy spirit less upholds them than it awes. 
The hounds will gather to their huntsman's hollo, 
And where he leads the duteous pack will follow ; 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry ; 
Their yelp for game is not an eulogy j 
Less faithful far than the four-footed pack, 
A dubious scent would lure the bipeds hack. 
Thy saddle-girtlia are not yet quite secure, 
Nor royal stallion's feet extremely sure ; ' 
Tile unwieldy old white horse ia apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick fast 
With his great self and rider in the mud ; 
But what of that P the animal shows blood. 



Alas, the country ! how shall toni^ie or pen 
Bewail her now wneountry gentlemen ? 
The last to bid the cry of warfare cease, 
Tlie first to make a malady of peace, 
For what were all these country patriots bom P 
To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of com P 
But com, like every mortal thing, must fall. 
Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 
And must ye fall with every ear of grain ? 
Why would you trouble Buonapartes reign P 

* rXard BjTon alnjg wrote and Bpoke uf CBoDiDg o-ilh Ui« highest HdmintioD. . _ 
hit Di&rj of 1821 the poet stntes that he had never hestil ui; iioe vho fidfillad hi* 
iil«1 o( an orator : bnt addi thM Cwining wu ■omeUtDn Teiy like oiHi. On uwlhrr 
nmuioii he aaniiinsted uuong Cniming'i brilliut gilt* — "the mort effwUvs 
eloquence."] 

< [On the inicids of Laid Londoadeny, in Aogiut 1322, Mr. Cinniac vhn « 
kinnt to go to lodU, u OoTenor-tienenl, becuiic SecieUiy of State for Toidn 1 
AfUn,— not maeh to the ntiriaotion al OurgD the Puaith, or of the high Tortaa b J 
the Cnhinet. He liTcd to terilj laat of Ibe prediction! of the poet— to abaadon thm | 
fortigti pcjiej of hU predeeeenr— lo hrak np the Turj pattjr hy a roalition with Um ] 
Whig>~and to prapan the *aj for Rtfori* in rarliaroent,] 
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He was your great Triptolemus ; his rices 

Destroj'd but realms, and still maiiitain'il your prices ; 

He amplified to every lord's content 

The grand agrarian alchymy, liigli rent. 

"Why did the tyrant stumble on tlie Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarter:" ? 

"Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone? 

The man was worth much more upon his throne. 

True, blood and treasure boundlesaly were spilt., 

But what of tliat ? the Gaul may bear the guilt ; 

But bread was liigh, tlie farmer paid liis way, 

And acres told upon the appointed day. 

But where is now the goodly audit ale ? 

The purse-proud tenant, never known to fail ? 

Tbe farm wliicli never yet was left on hand? 

The marsh reclaim'd to most improving land ? 

The impatient hope of the expiring lease ? 

The doubling rental? Wliat an evil's peace ! 

In vain the prize excites the ploughman's skill, 

In vain the Commons pass their patriot bill ; 

The landed inlerett — (you may understand 

ITie plirase much better leaving out the land) — 

The land self-interest groans from shore to sliorc, 

For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 

Up, up again, ye rents ! exalt your notes, 

Or eL»e the ministry will lose tlieir votes. 

And patriotism, so delicately nice, 

Her loaves will lower to the market price ; 

For ah ! " the loaves and fishes," once so high, 

Are gone — their oven closed, their ocean dry. 

And nought remains of all the millions spent, 

Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who are not so, Aad their turn — and turn 

About still flows from Fortune's equal um ; 

Now let their virtue be its own reward. 

And sliare the blessings which themselves prepared. 

Bee these inglorious Cincinnati swarm. 

Farmers of war, dirtators of the farm ; 

TAtir ploiiglishare was tiic sword In liircling hands, 

2'Affir fields manured by gore of otiier lands ; 
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Safe in their barns, these Sabine tillers sent 

Their brethren out to battle — why ? for rent ! 

Year after year they voted cent, per cent. 

Blood, sweat, and tear-wrung millions — why? — for rent! 

They roar'd, they dined, they drank, they swore they meant 

To die for England — why then live ? — for rent I 

The peace has made one general ntnlcontent 

Of these high-market patriots ; war was rent ! 

Their love of country, millions all mis-spent, 

How reconcile P by reconciling rent I 

And will they not repay the treasures lent 7 

No : down witi every thing, and up with rent ! 

Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent. 

Being, end, aim, religion — rent, rent, rent ! 

Thou sold'st thy birthright, Esau ! for a mess ; 

Thou shouldat have gotten more, or eaten lest- ; 

Now thou hast awill'd thy pottage, thy demands 

Are idle ; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such, landlords ! was your appetil* for war. 

And gorged with blood, you grumble at a scar I 

What I would they spread their earthquake even o'er cash P 

And when land crumbles, bid fieia paper crash? 

So rent may rise, bid bank and nation fall, 

And found on 'Change a Fnndling Hospital ? 

Lo, Mother Church, while uU religion writhes. 

Like Niobe, weeps o'er her offspring. Tithes; 

The prelates go to — where the saints have gone. 

And proud pluralities subside to one; 

Church, state, and faction wrestle in the dark, 

Toss'd by the deluge in their common ark. 

Shorn of her bishops, banks, and dividends, 

Another Babel soars — but ISritain ends. 

And why P to pamper the self-seeking wants, 

And prop the hill of these agrarian ant?. 

"Go to Ihese ants, thou sluggard, and be wise;" 

Admire their patience through each sacrifice. 

Till taught to feel the lesson of their pride. 

The price of taxes and of homicide ; 

Admire their justice, which would fain deny 

Tlie debt of nations ; — j>ray who mii/f if kigk f 
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Or tum to sa!l between those shifting rocks. 

The new Syraplegades — the crosiiing StiK;li>, 

Where Midsa might again his wish behulil 

In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace of Alcliia sliows 

More wealth than Britain ever had to lose. 

Were all her atoms of imleavea'd ore. 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus' shore. 

There Fortune plaj-a, while Rumour holds the stake 

And the world trembles to bid brokers lireok. 

How rich is firitaiu I not indeed in mines. 

Or peace or plenty, com or oil, or wines ; 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and honej, 

Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money ; 

But let us not to own the truth refuse. 

Was ever Christian land so rich in Jews ? 

Those parted with their teeth to good King John, 

And now, je kings ! they kindly draw your own ; 

All states, all things, all sovereigns they control, 

And waft a loan " from Indus to the pole," 

The banker, broker, baron,' brethren, speed 

To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need. 

Nor these alone ; Columbia feels no less 

Fresh speculations follow each success; 

And philautliropic Israel deigns to drain 

Her mild per-centage from exhausted Spain. 

Not without Abraham's seed can Kussia march ; 

'Tis gold, not steel, that rears the concjueror's arch. 

Two Jews, a chosen people, can command 

In every realm their scripture-promised land : — 

Two Jews, keep down the Romans, and uphold 

The accursed Hun, more brutal than of old ; 

Two Jews, — but not Samaritans— direct 

Tlie world, with all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to them ? 

A congress forms their " New Jerusalem," 

Where baronies and orders both invite — 

* [Bu-OQ Kolhsc'uld.] 
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Oh, holy Abraham I dost thou see the sight P 
Thj followers mingling with these royal swine, 
Who spit not "on their Jewish gaberdine," 
But honour them as portion of the show — 
(Where now, oh Pope 1 is thy forsaken toe? 
Could it not favour Judah with some kicks? 
Or baa it ceased to " kick against the pricks p ") 
On Shylock's shore behold them stand afresh, 
To cut from nation's hearts their " pound of flesh."* 



Strange sight this Congress ! destined to unite 
All that's incongruous, all that's opposite. 
I speak not of the Sovereigns — they're alike, 
A common coin as ever mint could strike; 
But those who sway the puppets, pull the strings. 
Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 
Jews, authors, generals, clkarlatans, combine. 
While Euro]>e wonders at the vast design : 
There Mett^rnich, power's foremost parasite. 
Cajoles; there Wellington forgets to fight; 
There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs }* 
And subtle Greeks' intrigue for stupid Tartars; 
There Montmorenci, the sworn foe to charters,' 
Turns a diplomatist of great ^clitt. 
To furnish articles for the "D^bata;" 
Of war so certain — yet not quite so sure 
As liis dismissal in the "Moniteur," 
Alas I how could liis cabinet thus err ! 
Can peace be worth au ultta-minister P 
He falls indeed, ]}erhaps to rise ^aiti, 
"Almost as quickly as he couquer'd Spain,"' 

' Hoiuienr Clutcaiibriuid, who hu ont furgotten Uie anthnr in thi minlitar, 
rcoiiiied m bud«om« cumgilimeni ftt Verunm from m liUru; toienigo ; "Ah [ Hoa- 
aiciiT C, tn you roltted to th*t ClmleiiuhruuiJ who - who— "t.i \a» vnittan iom»- 
thi»y I" (tcrii qutli/He eiaie/j It ii lud Uut the milhur uf AlaU npvnted him br 
a nionieiit of h» Iv^tinucT. 

' [Count C>po d'latruB— kJWmanli freiideiit of Oiveoe. The CdUnt wu aiiTd<ind| 
In Heptember, I83I, hj ths brother uid ■on of ■ ~~ 



I M^ut« chief •rboDi be hti 
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Enough of this — a sight more raouniful woos 

The averted eye of the reluctant muse. 

The imperial daughter, the imperial bride, 

The impenal victim — sacrifice to pride; 

The mother of the hero's hope, the boy, 

The young Astyanax of Modern Troy ; ' 

The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen 

That earth has yet to see, or e'er hath seen j 

She Hits amidst the phantoms of the hour. 

The theme of pity, and the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery ! Could not Austria spare 

A daughter? What did France's widow there? 

Her fitter place was by 8t. Helen's wave. 

Her only throne is in Napoleon's grave. 

But, no, — she stitl must hold a petty reign, 

Mank'd by her formidable chamberlain; 

Tlie martial Argus, who»e not hundred eyes 

Must watch her through these paltry pageantries.' 

What though she share no more, and shared in vain, 

A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne, 

Which swept from Moscow to the southern seas I 

Yet still she rules the pastoral realm of cheese. 

Where Parma views the traveller resort, 

To note the trappings of her mimic court. 

But fhe appears ! Verona sees her shorn 

Of all her beams — while nations gaze and mourn — 

Ere yet her husband's ashes have had time 

To chill in their inhospitable clime; 

(If e'er those awful ashes can grow cold ; — 

But no,— their embers soon will burst the mould;) 

She comes ! — the Andromache (but not Racine's, 

Nor Homer's,) — Lo 1 on Pyrrlius' arm she leans ! 

Yes! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 

Which cut her lord's half-shatl«r'd sceptre through, 

Is offer'd and accepted ? Could a slave 

Do more ? or less ? — and fte in his new grave I 

' [BipaleoD Fnin^u Chsrlei Jowph, Dake of RclchstBdt. died ^t tbe fklw* ' 
ScbBiibrimii, Jiitj 22, 183S, h>TJsR jnBl ktUiood hia twenlir-Giit jvtf.] 

1 [Outmt Ncipperg, cluunberlun and tKKoai hnibuid b> M&ria-Loaiu, bad but « 
eye. The canot died Id 1831.] 
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Her eye, her cheek, betray no iiiward strife. 

And the er-empresa grows as «f a wife I 

80 much for human ties in royal breasts ! 

Why spare men's feelings, when their own are jcsUP 



But, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 
And sketch the group — the picture's yet to come. 
My muse 'gan weep, but, ere a tear was spiit. 
She caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt ! ' 
While throng'd the chiefs of every Highland clan 
To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman ! 
Guildhall grows Gael, and echoes with Erse roar. 
While all the Common Council cry "Claymore!" 
To see proud Albyn's tartans as a belt 
Gird the gross sirloin of a city Celt, 
She burst into a laught«r so extreme. 
That I awoke — and lo I it was no dream ! 



Here, reader, will we pause : — if there's no harm in 
This first — you'll have, perhaps, a second "Camien." 

' [Qtorge the Fourth u nid to tart heta uinojed oa eDtering the \tvK room at 
HoljrrDod (Aug. 1822), in full Stuut UirUui, to Ke ddIjt on« figurt aimiladf attirod 
(ud dT similir bulk)— that oF 8ir WLIIiAm Cuiita. The ctlj knight hud everything 
a>mp[eti— KTea tb» tnt/t stack in the g&rter. He uked the K ing, if he did Dot think 
him well dreflHe<l ' ^ Ten T " replied his MAJesty, "oolyyoa have no aptronia ynor 
haa." The derinrer of tortla had & Sua eo^itTiog eiecnted of himHlf ia Ua OtlVa 
■Mm.} 
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INTRODUCTION TO OCCASIONAL PIECES. 



Ttll ■' Uann of Idleaen'' oontaln the whole of the po«infl comprifni in the diSeroit 
«dUioDi the author prepared of (hat work, together with WTerol ple«* which were 
vritten at the (•me penMl, and remajned in US. till after his de&th. Atl hii cnb- 
tcqnent DuaHllancoiu prodorlJoiUi which extead bejood a pagv or two, are arraojnl 
in the enter uf their ooniposi^on, and there now nmainoxir a noniber or minor pueana, 
which we have gpmped together onderthe title of "Occuional neon." TherembnuK 
■pecimeni of almoM everjr dale, eomaEoeing from the pnUieatJon of ■'Sobis of 
Idlcnen," and BBneloding with tha iMot 'eraea wbich came kraa his pea — of almuat 
may nrietj of nyle, from the terriUa gloom of the poem on " Darknen." — down tu 
hii ^jeit effuaions, — and of almost vrerjr grade of qaalttj, tram the inapiratioiiB of 
geniiu (a the daofned doggerel intcrsperasd amoog hie letten. Of thete naneruna 
poou " DuViMia" ii (he grandeit and the moM ori^iuL Campbell's " I^U Man " 
il (DhUiie from hii lof^ faith in the midit of ruin, ^-proodl j deling a periahing 
world to (hake hia brut in Ood. Lord Bjtoh, after the manner uf his geoini, can 
iliacoTer ia tha litaation oulji horror uid deapair, bat he painta hia pictnre with audi 
power that ve are tmuferred for (be momeot from the world abont na to the wortd 
be h*e eonjured np. There are aerenil pungent pieoea in the collection, which mmt 
not be litenlly nudernood. Batirieta raretj fed half the indignation tfaef npn^ 
and Lord Bjron waa especiallT prone to dip hii pen in gall wlien he had tittle bittsmsB 
in hia heart. Hia "Windaor Poetics" and "Iriah ATklar" are aignal eiamplaa at 
tb'a diaaembled invecUTe. He meant, no donbt, to irritate Oeor^ IV. and hia 
miniMer, but the real animaaitj waa Terr alight. Those who thoot amwi io apnn 
aje apt to Ibiget that the wonad ia proportioned to the itreogth with wMoh (h* bo« 
ia drawn, and is none the leas beotiue the maljoa of the marksman waa nther plajfbl 
than deadlj. In the lender portion of the occaaioiial stnini there it an nnpiJititeaHe 
■ineaitf uf somw. A poet'a grief finda a Toice in TerK, and Lord Bjroc seldom 
spnke with deeper and simpler palhoathan in the addreaa (o Mrs. Musten, "WeJI ■ 
tboa art happj ; " in soma of the tianiss to Thrna ; in the Lines " There's not a joj 
the world can give," and in the djiag dirge which he oompoaed npon bis birth-daj. 
Bach poem eiprenea a diSennt phase of that diatresa whic^ darkened a lib (oO of 
trimapba and fall of angaisb, — the pangs prodacsd by nnsuccesafal lofo, by the early 
death of some Stir fngnd whose name ia unksovn, by the aense that hia hear( war 
vithning at the am, and by the regrela for past unworthy deeds, with a apeedy gian 
U« briiJUcat hope Gir the fotore. U ia impuaible to read Iheae melaaeholy autiu^ 
vithout soniathiag of wonder mingliog with onr pity, that a being who Muld fed aa 
lastly and strong ihonld ban aonght relief from the sorrawi n( his beUar naMM b 
the delirious dictates of the woner put. 
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Adieu, thou Hill ! ' where earlj joy 

Spread roses o'er mj brow ; 
Wliere Science seeks each loitering boy 

With knowledge to endow. 
Adieu, my youthfa! friends or foes, 
Partners of former bliss or woes ; 

No more through Ida's paths we stray; 
Soon must I share the gloomy cell, 
Wliose ever-slumbering inmBtes dwell 

Unconscious of the day. 



Adieu, ye hoary Begal Fanes, 
Ye spires oF Graiita's vale. 

Where Learning robed ia sable reigns. 
And melancholy pale. 

Te comrades of the jovial hour. 

Ye tenants of the classic bower. 
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On Cama's verdant margin placed, 
Adieu ! while memory still is mine. 
For, offerings on Oblivion's shrine. 

These scenes must be effaced. 

Adieu, je mountains of the clime 

Where grew my youthful years ; 
Where Loch na Garr in snows sublime 

His giant summit rears. 
Wliy did my childhood wander forth 
From you, ye regions of the North, 

With sons of pride to roam ? 
WTiy did I quit my Highland cave, 
Mair's dusky heath, and Dee's clear wave. 

To seek a Sottieron home P 



Hall of my Sires ! a long farewell — 

Yet why to thee adieu ? 
Ihy vaults will echo back my knell. 

Thy towers my tomb will ciew : 
The faltering tongue which sung thy fall. 
And former glories of thy Hall, 

Forgets its wonted simple note — 
But yet tlie Lyre retains the strings. 
And sometimes, on ^olian wings, 

In dying strains may float. 



Fields, which surround yon rustic cot, 

While yet I liogei here. 
Adieu ! you are not now forgot. 

To retrospection dear. 
Streamlet 1 ' along whose rippling surge 
My youthful Umbs were wont to urge. 

At noontide heat, their pliant course; 
Plunging with ardour from the shore, 
lliy springs will lave these limbs no mor^ 

Deprived of active force. 



'[Tlei 



>r Orcte, it SmithvclL] 
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And shall I here forget the scene. 

Still nearest to my breast ? 
Bocks rise and rivers roll betweea 

The spot which passion blest; 
Yet Mary,' all tlij beauties seem 
Fresh as iu Love's bewitching dream. 

To me ill smiles diaplaj'd ; 
Till slow disease resigns his prey 
To Death, the parent of decay, 

Thine imi^ cannot fade. 

And thou, my Friend I ' whose gentle lore 

Yet thriils my bosom's chords. 
How much thy friendship was above 

Description's power of words ! 
Still near my breast thy gift I wear 
Which sparkled once with Feeling's t«ar, 

Of Love the pure, the sacred gem ; 
Our souls were equal, and our lot 
111 that dear moment quite forgot; 

Let Pride alone condemn I 



All, all is dark and cheerless now I 

No smile of Love's deceit 
Can warm my veins with wonted glow. 

Can bid Life's pulses beat : 
Not e'en the hope of future fame 
Can wake my faint, exhausted frame. 

Or crown wiih fancied wrealhs my head. 
Mine is a short inglorious race, — 
To humble in the dust my face, 

And mingle with the dead. 



Oh Fame 1 thou goddess of my heart ; 

On him who gains thy praise. 
Pointless must fall the Spectre's dart, 

Consumed in Glory's blaze ; 



■ [Hut Doff.] 



* [Bddlntone, llie Cunbridge dioii 
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Boi we At beckons from tiie caitii, 
ICj nuK cliscixRy mnnirk'd nrr boiti^ 

Kt life a fbort md xulga draa: 
IxMft in Um; doll, ignoble cxovd. 
If T bopes recline vitliin m shroii^ 

if J fate if Lethe's stream. 

Wben I repose beneath the sod. 

Unheeded in the claj. 
Where onoe mj pla jfol footsteps trod. 

Where now mj head must laj. 
The meed of Pitj will be shed 
In dew-drops o'er mj narrow bed, 

Bj night! J skies, and storms alone; 
No mortal ere will deign to steep 
With tears the dark sepolchral deep 

Which hides a name onknown. 

Forget this world, my restless sprite. 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven : 
There must thou soon direct thy flight. 

If errors are forgiven. 
To bigots and to sects unknown. 
Bow down beneath the Almighty's Throne ; 

To Him address thy trembling prayer: 
He, who IS merciful and just. 
Will not reject a child of dust, 

Altliough his meanest care. 

Father of Light I to Tliee I call ; 

My soul is dark within : 
Thou who canst mark the sparrow's fall^ 

Avert the death of sin. 
Thou, who canst guide the wandering star. 
Who calmest the elemental war, 

Whose mantle is yon boundless sky. 
My thoughts, my words, ray crimes forgive : 
And, since I soon must cease to live. 

Instruct me how to die. 

1807. [First pnUidied 188S. ] 
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TO A TAIM LADY. 

Ah, heedless girl ! why thus disclose 
What ne'er was meant for other ears; 

Why thus destroy thine own repose 
And dig the source of future te&rs P 

Oh, thou wilt weep, impnideat maid. 
While lurking envious foes will smile. 

For all the follies thou hast said 
Of those wLo spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl ! thy ling'ring woes are nigh. 
If thou believ'st what striplings say : 

Oh, from the deep temptation fly, 
Kor fall the specioua spoiler's prey. 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 
The words man utters to deceive ? 

Thy peace, thy hope, thy all is lost. 
If thou canst venture to believe. 

Wliile now amongst thy female peers 
Thou tell'st again the soothing tale. 

Canst thou not murk the rising sneers 
Duplicity in vain would veil P 

These tales in secret silence hush. 
Nor make thyself the public gaze : 

What modest maid without a blush 

lUcounts a flatteriug coxcomb's praise P 

Will not the laughing boy despise 
Her who relates each fond conceit — 

Who, thinking Heaven is in her eyes. 
Yet cannot see the slight deceit ? 
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For she who takea a soft delight 

These amorouB nothingB 
Must credit all we say or write, 

While vanitj prevents concealing. 



Cease, if you prize your beauty's reign I 

No jealousy bids me reprove : 
One, who is thus from nature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love. 

January IS, 1S07. [Knt pabliilked 1892.] J 



TO ANNE. 

Oh, Anne, your offences to me have been grievous : 

I thought from my wrath no atonement could save you; 

But woman is made to command and deceive us — 
I look'd in youi face, and I almost forgave you, 

I vow'd I could ne'er for a moment respect you, 
Yet thought tliat a day's separation was long; 

When we met, I determined again to suspect you — 
Your smile soon convinced rae suspicion was wrong. 



I swore, in a transport of young indignation, 

Witti fervent contempt evermore to disdain you : 

I saw you — my anger became admiration ; 

And now, all my wish, all my hope's to regain yon. 



With beauty Hke yours, oh, how vain the contention! 

Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you ; — 
At once to conclude such a fruitless dissension, 

Be false, my aweet Anne, when I cease to adore you ! 

Jamurf IS, 1807. {Knt publuhed 1S8S.] I 
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TO THE SAME. 



Oh say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 
The heart which adores you should wish to dissever; 

Such Fates were to me moat unkind ones indeed, — 
To bear me Irom love and from beauty for ever. 

Tour frowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which alone 
Could bid me from fond admiration refrain ; 

By these, every hope, every wish were o'erthrown. 
Till smiles should restore me to rapture again. 

As the ivy and oak, in the forest entwined, 
The rage of the tempest united must weather; 

My love and my life were by nature design'd 
To flourish alike, or t-o perish together. 

Then say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have decreed 

Your tover should bid you a lasting adieu : 
Till Fate can ordain that his bosom shall bleed. 

His soul, his existence, are centred in you. 

ISOT. [Pint pabliahti) tS32.] 



TO THE AUTHOR OF A SONNET 



Tht verse is "sad" enough, no doubt: 

A devilish deal more sad than witty I 
T^'hy we should weep I can't find out, 

Unless for thee we weep in pity- 
Yet tUere is one I pity more; 

And much, alas ! I think he needs it: 
For he, I'm sure, will euffcr sore, 

Who, to his own mififortutic, reads it. 
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Thy rhymes, witliout the aid of magic. 

May once be read — but never after : 
Yet their effect's by no means tragic. 

Although by far too dull for laughter. 

But would you make our bosoms bleed, 

And of no coramon pang complain — 
If you would make us weep indeed. 

Tell ns, you'll read them o'er again. 

JfarcA 8, 1S07. [Pint pnbUghed ISSa.j 



ON FINDING A FAN. 



In one who felt as once he felt^ 

This might, perhaps. Lave fann'd the flamej 
But now his heart no more will melt, 

Because that heart is not the same. 

As when the ebbing flames are low. 
The aid which once improved their light, 

And bade them burn with fiercer glow. 
Now quenches aJl their blaze in night. 

Thus has it been with passion's fires — 
As many a boy and girl remembers — 

"While every hope of love expires, 
Exttnguish'd with the dying embers. 

Ta&firit, though not a spark survive. 
Some careful hand may teach to burn ; 

The laii, alas ! can ne'er survive ; 
No touch can bid its warmth return. 



Or, if it chance to wake again, 

Not always doom'd its heat to smother. 

It sheds (so wayward fates ordain) 
Its former warmth around anolhcr. 

18r.7, [Fifrt pnbliilttl 18**.] 
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FABEWELL TO THE MUSE. 

Thod Power ! wbo hast ruled me through infancy's days, 
Young offspring of fancy, 'tia time we should part; 

Then rise on the gale this the last of my lays. 
The coldest effusion which springs from my heart. 

This bosom, responsive to rapture no more. 

Shall hush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to emg; 

The feelings of childhood, which taught thee to soar, 
Are wafted far distant on Apathy's wing. 

Tliough simple the themes of my rude flowing Lyre, 
Yet even these themes are departed for ever; 

No more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire, 
My visions are flown, to return, — alas, never ! 

'When drain'd is the nectar which gladdens the bowl. 
How vain is the effort delight to prolong 1 

When cold is the beauty which dwelt in my soul. 
What magic of Fancy can Icngtheo my song ? 

Can the lips sing of Love in the desert alone. 

Of kisaea and smiles which they now must resign ? 

Or dwell with delight on the hours that are flown P 
Ah, no 1 for those hours can no longer be mine. 

Can they speak of the friends that I lived but to love ? 

Ah, surely offectiou ennobles the strain ! 
But how can my numbers in sympathy move. 

When I scarcely can hope to behold them again ? 

Can I sing of the deeds which my Fathers have done. 
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires P 

For glories like theirs, oh, how faint is my tone ! 
For Heroes' exploits how unequal my fires ! 
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UDtouch'd, then, m^ Lyre shall reply to the blusi— 
Tis bush'd; and my feeble endeavours are o'er; 

And those who have heard it will pnrdon the past. 

When they know that ita murmurs shall vibrate no more. 

And soon shall its wild erring notes be forgot. 

Since early aH'ection aud love is o'ercast : ' 

Oh ! blest had my fate been, and happy my lot. 

Had the iirst strain of love been the dearest, the last. 

FareweU, my young Muse I since we now can ne'er meet; 

If our songs hove been languid, they surely are few ; 
Let us hope that tiie present at least will be sweet — 

The preaent — which seals our eternal Adieu. 

1807. [Rrat pnUisLed ISSS.] 



TO AN OAK AT NEWSTEAD.' 

Young Oak ! when I planted thee deep iu the ground, 
I hoped that tliy days would be longer than mine ; 

That thy dark-waving branches would flourish around. 
And ivy tliy trunk with ita mantle entwine. 

Such, such was my hope, when in infancy's years, 
On the land of my fathers I rear'd thee with pride; 

They are past, and 1 water tliy stem with my tears, — 
Thy decay, not the weeds that surround thee can hide. 

I left thee, my Oak, and, since that fatal hour, 
A stranger has dwelt in the hall of my sire ; 

Till manhood shall crown me, not mine is the power. 
But Ills, whose neglect may have bade thee expire, 

> [Lard Bymn, an hia lirat uriTBl at Nciri(«id. in 1T9S, pUntcd W mIc in 
eiiRleii. uid nbertdied the fan?;, that u tbe tiw fiouriih«d K ihoulil b>, Oa ~ ' '" 
the tbbe;. he fonod the oak choked op liy weedi and almoat destTDjred ; — Iudm umm 
liucB. Ubortlj tfter CgloDel Wildman took pi>Hn«iiii, he iiaid to ■ MTTWit. "Hsn 
ig a floe joung oak ; but it mnat be cat dovn, u it grovi in fta improper dUm."— 
" 1 liopenot, Bi," nplled the man, "for it's the one that mjrloTd wiitafi»do£ bMwni 
he let ithimHlf." It ia already inquired after b) dnagtn, u "tnt Brsoa OAK," 
auil prouiiua to ihatc thf cilihrily 'if j!hatiJ![™n'f miiHiciTj, nnd Pi>i>c'» nillsw.J 
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Ob ! hardy thou wert — even now little care 

Might revive thy young head, and thy wounds gently heal : 
But thou wert not fated nffection to share — 

For who could suppose tliat a Stranger would feel ? 

Ah, droop not, my Oak ! lift thy head for a while ; 

Ere twice round yon Glory this planet shall run. 
The hand of thy Master will teach thee to smile. 

When Infancy's years of probation ore done. 

Oh, live then, my Oak ! tow'r aloft from the weeds, 
That clog thy young growth, and assist thy decay. 

For still ill thy bosom are life's early seeds. 

And still may thy branches their beauty display. 

Oil ! yet, if maturity's years may be thine. 
Though / shall lie low in the caveni of death. 

On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may shine, 
Uninjured by time, or the rude winter's breath. 

For centuries still may thy boughs lightly wave 
O'er the corse of thy lord in thy canopy laid ; 

While the branches thus gratefully shelter his grave. 
The chief who survives may recline in tliy sluule. 

And as he, with his boys, shall revisit this spot, 
He will teil them in whispers more softly to tread. 

Oh ! surely, by these I shall ne'er he forgot ; 
Bemembrauce still hallows the dust of the dead. 

Aud here, will they say, when in life's glowing prime. 
Perhaps he has pour'd forth his young simple lay. 

And here must he sleep, till the moments of time 
Are lost in the hours of Eternity's day. 

1S07. [Pirat i>ubtuhed 1S32.1 
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ON HETISITING HABROW.* 

IliRS once engaged the stranger's view 
Young Frieuilsliip's record simply traced ; 

Few were her words, — but yet, tbough few, 
Keseiitment's hand the line defaced. 

Deeply she cut — but aot erased, 
Tlie characters were still so plain, 

That Friendship once return'd, and gazedj — ■ 
Till Memory haii'd the words again. 

Repentance placed thetn as before; 

Forgiveness joiii'd her gentle name ; 
So fair the inscription seem'd once more. 

That Friendship thought it stiU the same. 

ITius might the Record now have been ; 

But, ab, in apite of Hope's endeavour. 
Or Friendaliip's tears. Pride nish'd between. 

And blotted out the line for ever. 



EPITAPH ON JOHN ADAMS, OF SOUTHWELI^ ■ 



John Adams lies here, of tbe parish uf Southwell, 
A Carrier who carried his can to his mouth well : 
He carried so much, and he carried so fast. 
He could cany no more — so was carried at last; 

For, the liquor he drank, being too much for one. 
He could not carry off, — so he's now carri-on. 



* Some 7CUI igo, irlwn at Hutow, > friend of tbe aathor (m^nnd oa 
■pot tlu OMnua al both, with & tew ftddiliumU wordi. u a memorial, Aftaroiid^ 
rMeiTing agia* imI ta imagiiwd iojurj, tlu ftatbnr deilrojcd xbt fniU rfcuid '—'■^ 
MflAEiDV. On nrkitus U« plMS in 18U7, bo irroM uad«t itthueiikiiu 



J 





1M7.] 
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TO MY SON.' 




Thoss flaxen locks, those ejea of blae, 




Bright as thy mother'a in their hue ; 




Tiiose rosy lipa, whose dimples play 




And smile to steal the heart away. 




fiecall a scene of former joyj 




And touch thy father's heart, my Boy ! 




And thou canst lisp a father's name — 




Ah, William, were thine own the same, — 




No self-reproach — bat, let me cease — 




My care for thee shall pmchaie peace; 




Thy mother's shade shall smile in joy. 




And pardon all tlie past, my Boy 1 




Her lowly grave the turf haa prest. 




And thou hast known a stranger's breast j 




Derision sneers upon thy birth. 




And yields thee scarce a name on earth ; 




Yet shall not thesu one hope destroy, — 




A I'ather's heart is thine, my Boy I 




Why, let the world unfeeling frown. 


^^ 


Must i fond Nature's claims disown P 


ft 


Ah, no — though moralists reprove. 


■ 


I hail thee, dearest child of love, 


■ 


Fair cherub, pledge of youth and joy— 


I 


A Father guards thy birth, my Boy 1 


w 


Oh, 'twill be sweet in thee to trace. 




Ere age has wrinkled o'et my face. 


'[So 


mud. were Lord Byroii'. po«m> found«l on fct, thit Mr. Hoore thought on 


thi-aiH! 


Uod lliat these teraea wuuld not b&ve been vntten if tbe one wu fictilioiu; 


uidoD tluoUwr, thnttherewoaldluiTebeiuixfurtherBitiuiaDtoitif thedrcumstanco ^H 


h»jb»i 


1 Uiic. Uc biu) forentUa Dull Lurcl BnoQ refen id Don Jusa (canto lyi., ^H 


rt. ei)lo".«diiiiiJiap"ofUiel(jnd,Midiii«m«inerwhichleiTeinodoBbtofi(. ^H 


.-«lit,.J 

L 


^^^^^ 
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Ere half my glass of life is tub. 
At oQce a brother and a son ; 
And all inj wane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, inj Boy ! 

Although 80 young thy heedless sire, 
Youth will not damp parental fire ; 
And, wert thou attll less dear to me, 
"While Helen's form revives in thee. 
The breast, which beat to former joy, 
Will ne'er desert its pledge, my Boy ! 

1807. [Pint pablislied 1830.] 



FABEWELL 1 IF EVSS. FONDEST PRATER. 

Farewell ! if ever fondest prayer 

For other's weal avail'd on liigh. 
Mine will not all be lost in air. 

But waft thy name beyond the sky. 
'Twere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh ; 

Oh I more than tenrs of blood can tell, 
Wlien wrung from guilt's expiring eye. 

Are in that word — Farewell ! — Farewell I 



These lips are mnte, these eyes are dry; 

But in my breast and in nij brain, 
Awake tlie pangs that pass not by, 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain. 

Though grief and passion there rebel ; 
I only know we loved in vain — 

I only feel — Farewell ! — Farewell ( 



OCCASIONAL PIECES, 



BRIGHT BE THE PLACE OF THY SOUL. 

Bright be the place of thy soul ! 

No lovelier -«pirit than thine 
E'ei burst from its mortal control 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 

Oh earth thou wert all but divine, 

As thy soul shall immortally be; 
And our sorrow may cease to repine. 

When we know that thy God is wit!i thee. 

Light be the turf of thy tomb ! 

May its verdure like emeralds be ; 
There should not be the shadow of gloom 

In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of tliy rest : 

But nor cypress nor yew let us see; 

For why should we mourn for the blest! 



WHEN WE TWO PAfiTBD, 

Whkn we two parted 

In silence and tears. 
Half broken-hearted 

To sever for years. 
Pale grew thy cheek and cold. 

Colder thy kiss ; 
Truly that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 

The dew of the naorning 
Sunk chill on my brow — 

It feh like the WBrniug 
Of what I feel now. 
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Thy vows are all broken. 

And light is thy fame : 
I hear thy name spoken. 

And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear; 
A shudder comes o'er me — 

Why wert thou so dear ? 
They know not I knew thee. 

Who knew thee too well :— 
Long, long shall I rue thee. 

Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met — 

In silence I grieve. 
That thy heart could forget. 

Thy spirit deceive. 
If I should meet thee 

After long years, 
How should I greet thee ? — 

With sUeuce and tears. 

i8oe. 



TO A YOUTHFUL FRIEND." 

Few years have passM since thou and I 

Were firmest friends, at least in name. 
And childhood's gay sincerity 

Preserved our feelings long the same. 

But now, like me, too well thou know'st 

What trifles oft the heart recall ; 
And those who once have loved the most 

Too soon forget they loved at all. 

* [Thii copy of Tenea, and BeTenl of the poems vhich follow it, origiiuJIy appeared 
in a Tolnme pabliahed in 1809 by Mr. Hobhouse, under the title of '* Imitations and 
Translations, together with Original Poems,** and bearing the modest epign^h — ** Na$ 
kae fwvimm cue nihil"] 
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And sucli the change tlie heart displays. 
So frail is enrlj friendship's reign, 

A month's brief lapse, perhaps a day's. 
Will view thy mind estjanged again. 

If HO, it never shall be mine 

To mourn the loss of such a heart ; 

The fault was Nature's fault, not thine, 
Which made tliee fickle as thou art. 

As rolls the ocean's changing tide. 
So human feelings ebb and flow ; 

And who would in a breast confide 
Where stormy passions ever glow P 

It boots not that, together bred. 
Our childish days were days of joy; 

My spring of life has quietly fled ; 
Tliou, too, hast ceased to be a boy. 

And when we bid adieu to youth. 

Slaves to the specious world's control, 
We sigh a long farewell to truth ; 
That world corrupts the noblest soul. 

Ab, joyous season I when the mind 
Dares all things boldly hut to lie ; 

When thought ere spoke is uncon&ned. 
And sparkles iu the placid eye. 

Not so in ftfan's maturer years. 
When Man himself is but a tool ; 

When interest sways our hopes and fears. 
And all must love and hate by rule. 

With fools in kindred vice the same. 
We learn at length our faults to blendj 

And those, and those alone, may claim 
The prostituted name of friend. 
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Sucli is tlie commoD lot of man : 
Can we then 'scape froin folly free P 

Can we reverse the general plan. 
Nor be what all in turn must be? 

No ; for myself, so ilark my fate 
Through every turn of life hath been; 

Man and the world ao much I hate, 
I caie not wlicn I quit the scene. 

Sut thou, with spirit frail and light. 
Wilt aliiite awhile, and pass away ; 

As glow-worms sparlclc through the night, 
But dare not stand the test of day. 

Alas ! whenever follj calls 

Wiiere parasites and princes meet, 

(For cherish'd first in royal halb, 
The welcome vices kindly greet,) 

Ev'n now Ihou'rt nightly seen to add 
One insect t« the flattering crowd ; 

AnJ still thy trilling heart is glad 
To join the vain and court the proud. 

There dost thou glide from fair to fair. 
Still simpering oi» with eager hast*". 

As flies along the gny parterre. 

That taint the flowers they scarcely taatflu 

But say, what nymph will prize the flame 
Which seems, as marshy vapouia mov^ 

To flit along from dame to dame, 
An igiiis-fatuus gleam of love P 

What friend for tiiee, howe'er incHned, 
Will deign to own a kindred care ? 

Who will debase liis manly mind, 
For friendship every fool may share P 
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In time forbear; amidst the throng 
No more so baae a thing be seen ; 

No more bo idly pass along ; 

Be something, aTiy tiling, but — mean. 



I 



Sta&t not — nor deem mj spirit fleJ ; 

111 me behold the only skull, 
Trom whicii, unlike a IJWng head. 

Whatever flows is never dull. 

I lived, I loved, I quaff' d, like thee : 

I died : let earth my bones resign ; 
Fill u|i — thou cniist not injure me; 

The worm hath fouler lips than thine. 

Better to hold the sparkling grape, 
Than nurse the earth-worm's slimy brood; 

And circle in the goblet's nhape 

The drink of God?, than reptile's food. 

Where once my wit, perchance, hatli shone, 

In aid of others' let me shine ; 
And when, alas ! our brains are gone, 

What nobler substitute than wincP 

Quaff while thou canst : another race. 
When thou and thine, like me, are sped. 

May rescue thee from earth's embrace. 
And rhyme and revel with the dead. 

• [Lord Bjron ^ve« It* following »ocoant of this cop : — " The prdener in digging 
diKoitred a Blmll that bad pnilablf beloDgedto •ome jolly friu or monk of tlie abbeir, 
•bonl the timfl i( wm demonut«ried. Obeerriug ii U be of gisnt aiu, and ia t pn-fcct 
aUte of piaemUon, • itiuige fciuj wiied mt of biTing it set uid mounted u a 
drinking snp. I MoonUnglT not it to town, aad it returnod with a icr; higb polisb, 
and ol > inotiJed oolonr liks tortoiwcbetl." It ia now in llic pofion of ColoDal 
Wildman, the proprietor of Nevatead Abbej.] 
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Why not ? since throug)i life's little day 

Our heads such saJ elTects [iroduce ; 
Redeem'd from worms and wastiug clay. 

This chance is tlieirsj to be of use. 

NewRtcad AttWT, ISOS. 



WELLI THOU ART HAPPY.* 

Wei.I.! thou art happy, and I feel 
Tiiat I should thus be huppy too; 

For still my heart regards tliy «eal 
Warmly, as it was wont to do. 

Tliy husband's blest — and 'twill impart 
Some paiigs to view Lis happier lot: 

But let them pass — Oh ! how iny heart 
\\'ould hate him if he loved tfiee not I 

When late 1 saw thy favourite clutd, 

I thought my jealous heart would break; 

But when the unconscious infant smiled, 
I kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 

1 kiss'd it, — and represa'd my sighs 

Its father in its face lo see ; 
But then it had its mother's eyes, 

And they were all to love and me. 

Mary, adieu ! I must away : 

While thou art blest I'll not repine; 
But near thee I can never stay ; 

My heart would soon again be thine. 

I deem'd that time, t deem'd (hat pride, 
Had quench'd at length my boyish flame; 

Nor knew, till seated by thy side, 

My heart in all, — save hope, — the same. 



ditbeaitj (hat he auptireMvd the cmuliuD to which we uvt Ui«a LetuUrul itaiuaa.] 
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Yet was I calm : I knew the time 

My breast would tjuili before thj look ; 

But now to tremble were a crime — 
We met, — and not a ntrve was ahook. 

I saw thee gaze upon my face. 
Yet meet with no confusion there ; 

One only feeling couidat thou trace j 
The Builen calnmess of despair. 

Away ! awaj ! my early dream 
Remembrance never must awake : 

Oh ! where is Lethe's fabled stream ? 
My foolish heart be still, or break. 



r 



When some proud son of man returns to earth. 
Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth, 
Tlie sculptor's art exliausts the pomp of woe, 
And storied urns record who rest below ; 

' [Lord Ryrun wrote to Itu mother on tliLi aunt Sod NoTeniber, Mmuancdiij b 
inlfutioD or oailiDg fur Inilift in Much, ISOB.] 

■ [Thi* moDDinaiit ii • coiuiiicuuui onuunent in the gudeu of NemUad. A pro 
iDHTiptioD prMcdei Itie T«nc* : — 

" N«r Uiii ipot 

Are depoutcd the Aenuuni of 0D8 

Who pnsHied BuDt7 Irilhoiit Vuitf, 

Strength oithont Insoldnoe, 

CoqiBge vitfaont P«rocitT, 

And tH iho Vinan of Uau withoot hit Turn. 

Thi* PtaiH, «liii± would be gnmaning Fhttaij 

If iuHTibeil orer hunuo ubn, 

U but ft jun tribute to tbs Ktmaj of 

BOATSWAIN, a Dog, 

Who «M bora at Newfoundland, ilaj, 1803, 

And died at Newatead Abbej, Not. 18, ISDS." 

Lord Byroa tbna anaoanced Hie deatli oCtat ATonrite to Mr. Hadgaon : — "Boatawain 

i> Ji!9ui I — he expired in a state of madneaa on the 19th aRer mSeriDg much, jet 

retaining all the geDtleueaa of bii nature to (tie list ; nerar attempting to do the leait 

injnrj to anj one oear him. I have now loit erorjlJiing ex<»pt old Mnnaj." In the 

will which Lord Bjron excented in IBIl, he deond lo be buried in a yanit near hia 

dug, and Joe Marraj wa* lo ham tha bonoar of making one of the partj. When tht 
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When all is doue. Upon the tomb is seen. 

Not what he was, but wliat he should have been : 

But the poor dog, in lift; the Hrinest friend. 

The first to welcome, foremost to defend, 

Whose houcst heart is still his niaster's own, 

Who labours, fights, lives, breathes for him itloiie, 

Uuhonour'd falls, unnoticed all his wortli. 

Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth : 

While man, vain insect ! hopes to be forgiven, 

A.nd claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 

Oil man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour. 

Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power. 

Who knows thee well must quit tiiee with disgiu^ J 

Degraded mass of animated dust I 

T)iy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat, 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit I 

By nature vile, ennobled hut by name, 

Each kindred brute might bid thee blush for shame. 

Ye ! who perchance behold this simple urn. 

Pass on — it honours none jou wish to mourn : 

To mark a friend's remains these stones arise ; 

I ne»er knew but one, — and liere lie lies.' 

Newilewl Ibber, JS^iwMi&ti' 30^ ISM,, J 



TO A LADY, 



When Man, expell'd from Eden's bowers, 

A moment Unger'd near the gate. 
Each scene recail'd the vanish'd hours. 

And bade liim eurse his future fate. 

poet n< uD hill trSTeli, & geDtlanutD, to whom Humj (hovcd the tomb, fud, " Vll^>1 
old boy, ^oa will Ulie your pUce ben Mrme tventj yean heaoe." " I don'l know ^biVj 
«r." replinl Joe, "it 1 V41 tnre bi« lordiliip would oonie here 1 ihonld like it Wtflf 
euontih, bat I ahonld Dot like to lie klooe with tha dog,") 
• [Id Ur. HobhooM'* UimelliiD; the laM line rani Ibiu -.-^ 

" 1 kuew but ons uuchingod — And hfre be lin" 
Tbe morbid t«n( wbicb pervitdefl thrjK ve>7 puwerful lint* wudne id put to tluM 
ut dnulation produueil li} lib rvcciit >iitt tu Annetley.J 



^^■^l 


^H 
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But, wandering on tlirougU distant climes, ^H 
He leanit to bear his load of grief; ^H 

Just gave a sigh to other times, ^^H 
And found in busier scenes relief. ^^H 

Thus, lady 1 ' will it be witb me, ^H 
And I must view thy charms no more ; ^^H 

For, while I linger netu to thee, ^^M 
I sigh for all I knew before. ^^^| 

In flight I sh»U be surely wise, ^^^H 
Escaping from temptation's snare; ^^^^^H 

I cannot view my paradise ^^^^^^^H 

Without the wish of dwelling there.' ^^^^^B 

Dtembu; % ISOS. ^^H 


REMIND ME NOT, REMIND ME NOT. ^H 

Remind me not, remind me not, ^^^^^H 

Uf those beloved, those vanisli'd houn, ^^^^^^| 

When alt my soul was given to thee; ^^^^^^^H 

Hours that may nerer be forgot, ^^^^^^^H 

Till time unnerves our vital powers, ^^^^^^H 

And thou and I shaJl cease to be. ^^^^^H 

Can 1 forget— canst thou forget, ^^^^^H 

When playing with th; golden hair, ^^H 

How quick thy fluttering heart did move P ^^M 

Oh I by my soul, I see thee yet, ^^M 

With eyes so languid, breast so fair, ^^H 

And lips, though silent, breathing love. ^^M 

' [In ths Bnrt copy, ■' Thn^ M«j 1 "-(M«. Murtcm)] ^H 

■ [In Hr. HobbouM'g Tolimie the line stood,— ^^M 

■■ WiUmut ». wish to edter there." ^H 

her 0*11 couacDt, of [Ajing ■ tiiil to hifl eatlj love. His liaUr, who knev thai thii tut ^^M 
•tuiu wu u true u ever, prei^led opan bim lo naga the pleoaure. " Kor," wud ^^M 
ihe, "if jongDjroii will &U in tove kjun. ud then there will be K Kene ; out ttep ^^M 
«iU letd ID uother, el (Aiftfti «n ieUO."] ^H 
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When thus reclining on my breast, 
Those eyes threw back a giance ao sweet. 
As half reproach'd yet raised desire. 
And still we near and nearer prest, 
And still our glowing lips would meet. 
As if in kisses to expire. 

And then those pensive eyes would close, 

And bid their lids each other seek. 

Veiling the azure orbs below ; 

WhOe their long lashes' darken'd gloss 

Seem'd stealing o'er thy brilliant cheek. 

Like raven's plumage smooth'd on snow. 

I dreamt last night oar love retum'd. 
And, sooth to say, that very dream 
Was sweeter in its phantasy. 
Than if for other hearts I burn'd. 

For eyes that ne'er like thine could beam 
In rapture's wild reahty. 

Then tell me not, remind me not, 

Of hours which, though for ever gone. 
Can still a pleasing dream restore. 
Till thou and I shall be forgot. 

And senseless, as tlie mouldering stone 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 



THEBE WAS A TIME, I NEED NOT NAME. 

There was a time, I need not name. 

Since it will ne'er foi^tten be, 
"When all our feelings were the same 

As still my soul hath been to thee. 

And from that hour when first thy tongue 
Confess'd a love which equall'd mine, 

Though many a grief my heart hatli wrung. 
Unknown, and thus unfell, by thine. 
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None, none hath sunk so deep as tliia — 
To think how all that love hath flowii; 

Transient as every faitiiless kiss. 
But transient in tby breast alone. 

And yet mv heart some solace knew, 
When late I heard thy lips declare. 

In accents once imagined true, 

Bemeinbrance of the days thfit were. 

Yes! my adored, yet most unkind ! 

Tlioiigh thou wilt never love again. 
To me 'tis doubly sweet to find 

Remembrance of that love remain. 

Yes ! tis a glorions thought to me. 
Nor longer ihall my soul repincj 

Whate'er thou art or e'er shalt be. 
Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 


J 


Ain) WILT THOU WEEP WHEN I AM LOW 1 ^H 

And wilt thou weep wl^en I am low P ^H 
Sweet lady ! speak those words again : ^^^^^H 

Yet if they grieve thee, aay not so — ^^^^^^^H 
1 would not give that bosom pain. ^^^^^^^H 

My heart is sad, my iioiws are gone, ^^H 
My blood runs coldly through my breaat; ^H 

And when I perish, ihou alone ^^| 
Wilt sigh above my place of rest. ^H 

And yet, methinks, a gleam of peace ^^M 

Doth through my cloud of anguish shine : ^^H 

And for a while my sorrows cease, ^^H 

To know thy heart huth felt for mine. ^^^^M 



Oh lady ! blessed be that tear- 
It falls for one who cannot weep ; 

Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 

Sweet lady I once my heart was warm 

With every feeling soft as thine ; 
But beauty's self hath ceased to charm 
A wreteh created to repine. 

Yet wilt thou weep when I am low ? 

Sweet lady t speak those words again : 
Yet if they grieve tihee, say not s< 

I would not give that bosom pain.' 

» gaiDiiig fut DpoD the jonDK Foet'l nlod wi* ■ 

ririiils. It «u at this pmoj tbat UitGilkiwi^ 

n by Mr. HabhouM : — 

EPISTLE TO A YODNO NOBLEMAN IN LOVR. 
Hail I generoDi janth, whom ginry'a ncred Amm 
Inspiret. and KDimat«a to de«da of bine ; 
Vho feel tbe noble f'lab befnrt joa die 
Ta raiaa the finger of e*cb puier-bj : 
Hail ! may i future age ■dmiring TWV 
A Falkland or ■ Clareadon in yen. 

Bnt IB jfcmr blood «itb di 
Berara I and flj (rom Yenna' lilketi toil* : 
Ah I let Ibe head pmtcct the weaker heart. 
And Wisdom'* Mgit torn on Beauty's dart. 

Bnt if 'tj» (ii'd that ererj lord moit pur, 
And joa and Nevateod ninat doI waot ao heb, 
La«a not yonr puns, and (coui 
To End a trounre that can ne 
No r taka the fint the town tii 
Triek'd ont to atock a market for the lorda ; 
Bj cbaoee perhap* yoDr iBckiei choice way Call 
On on^ though wicked, not the wont of all : 



One though perhaps aa any Maiwell fnt, 
Tet scarce a copy, Clanbel, of thee ; 
Not lerj ngly, and not Tery old. 
A tittle pert indeed, bnt not a n-old ; 

] ihort, may help to lend a life 
Not farther moch from oomrort than troin atrift ; 
And when ahe diea. and diaappointa yonr fvara. 
Shall lean aome JDja for your deolininj yea.*. 
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FILL THE GOBLET AGAIN. 



Pill the goblet ngaio I for I never before 

I'elt tlie glow which now gkddeiis my heart to its core ; 

Let us drink !— who would not? — since, through life's varied 

round, 
In the goblet alone no deception is found. 

Bat, 4> joar early joutb sdnie time aUoirB, 
Nor eaatom yet dsmiude joa. Tor a apoiue, 
Sonie boun of freedom 10*7 remiun as yeU 
Par one who koghi alike nt lore uid debt ; 
Then, whj in hMle ! put off the eril day. 
And uulcb at jonUiful aimfarta irhile }on mljr 1 
PauM I nor u soon the vario lu bli» forego 
That Bingle uala, and lui^h alone, can know : 
Ah I vby too earl; orelea* life ntigo, 
Yonr morning alomber, and joai eraniiig wiiu ; 
Tonr loTed oompaaion, aad hii omj talk ; 
Yoor Hoae, inToked in ererj pearefal walk ! 
What I can no more jour aeene* paternal pleaae, 
Scenes vusred long to wiae, unmatad eaae ! 
The procpect leBgthrn'd o'er the diitaot down, 
tjikea, meadowi, rising wood a, and all yuor own ! 
What 1 ehall jour Ncwstead, shall joor eioUter'd bowen. 
The high o'erhanging arch and trembling towers I 
Shittl then, profikned with fo lly or with itrife. 



I 



Andei 



r fond. I 



J wito! 



Shall tl 

But duugefol woman's changing whims obey ? 
Who may, perh^M, aa vsrying burnout ealls, 
Omtract your oloiMora and D'etthniw your walli ; 
Let Bapton loon o'er all the aodient gnmud, 
Ohaoge nrand to aqaan, and aqnare oonvert to round ; 
Boot op tba elm^ and yews' (00 solemn gloom. 
And Sll with shmbbsru* gay and green thut room ; 
Boll down the temwe to a gs-y parterre, 
Where gravel walks and flowers alUmste glare ; 
And quite trwisform, in erery puint complete, 
Your gothio abbey to a ooaatry seat. 

?orget the tiur one, and your &te delay ; 
If not avert, at least defer thv day. 
When yon beneath the female yoke shall band. 
And kae your wit, your Itntptr, aad yonr fritnd.* 

Tiin. Coll. Oamb,, ISOB.] 



bis mother's copy of Mr, Hobbouse'B re 



" / turn loil [Am alt, and tkail wid acmrdifu/li/, 



e, Lord Byron has written with a 



m OCOMIONAL nxtB. 

I have tried in its turn all that life can snpplj ; 

1 have bask'd in the beam of a dark roUiug eye ; 

I hare loved ! — who haa not ? — but what heart can declare 

Thai pleasure existed while passion was there ? 

In the days of my youth, when the heart's in its spriDg, 
And dreams that affection can never take wing, 
I had friends 1 — who haa not? — but what tongue will avow, 
Tliat &iends, rosy wine ! are so faithful as thou? 

The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship shifts with the sunbeam — thou never canst change ; 
Thou grow'atold — who does not? — but on earth what appears. 
Whose virtues, like thine, still increase with its years P 

Yet if blest to the utmost that love can bestow. 
Should a rival bow down to our idol below, 
We are jealous ! — who's not ? — thou haat no such alloy ; 
For the more that enjoy thee, tlie more we enjoy. 

Then the season of youth and its vanities past. 
For refuge we fly to the goblet at last ; 
There we find— do we not ?— in the iiow of the soul. 
That truth, as of yore, is confined to the bowl. 

When the box of Pandora was open'd od earth. 
And Misery's triumph commenced over Mirth, 
Hope waa left, — waa she not?— but the poblet we kia^ 
And care not for Hope, wht. are certain of bliss. 

Ivong life to the grape t for when summer is flown. 
The age of our nectar shull gladden our own : 
We must die — who shall not? — May our sins be furi-iveii, 
And Hebe shall never be idle in Heaven. 
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8TAKZA8 TO A LADY, ON LBATINO EffQLAND.' 

Tis done — and shivering in the gale 
The bark unfurls her siiowj sail ; 
And wliistling o'er the bending mast, 
Loud sings on high the fresh'ning blast ; 
And I must from this land be gone. 
Because I cannot love but one. 



But could I be what I have been. 
And could I see what I have seen — 
Could I repose upon the breast 
Which once my warmest wislies blest — 
I should not seek another zone 
Because I cannot love but one. 

'Tis long since T beheld that eje 
Which gave me bliss or misery ; 
And I have striven, but in vaiu. 
Never to think of it again : 
For though I fly from Albion, 
I still can only love but one. 

As some lone bird, without a mate. 
My weary heart is desolate ; 
I look around, and cannot trace 
One friendly smile or welcome face. 
And e/n in crowds am still alone, 
Because I cannot love but one. 



And I will cross tlie whitening foam. 
And I will seek a foreign home ; 
Till I forget a false hit face, 
I ne'er shall find a resting-place ; 
My own dark thoughts I cannot shun. 
But ever love, and love but one, 

' [In the oripnil lis., ■■ToUn. Mwi«r«."J 



oxroit0 
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The poorest, veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hesirth, 
Where friendship's or love's softer g!o« 
Hay smile in joy or soothe in woe ; 
But friend or leman I have none, 
Because I cannot love but one. 



I go— but whereso'er I flee 
There's not an eje will weep for me ; 
There's not a kind congenial heart, 
"Where I can claim the meanest part; 
Nor thou, who hast my hopes undone. 
Wilt sigh, although I love but one. 

To think of everj esrl^ scene, 

Of what we are, and what we've been, 

Would whelm some softer hearts with woe— 

But mine, alas ! has stood the blow ; 

Tet still beats on as it begun. 

And never truly loves but one. 

And who that dear loved one may be, 
Is not for vulgar eyes to see ; 
And why that early love was cross'd. 
Thou know'at the best, I feel the most; 
But few that dwell beneath the sun 
Have loved so long, and loved but one. 

I've tried another's fetters too. 
With charms perchance as fair to view ; 
And I would fain have loved aa well. 
But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for &ught but one. 



Twonld soothe to take one lingering view. 
And bless thee in my last adieu ; 



OCCASIONAL PIKCE 



Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For biin that waudera o'er the deep ; 
His Iiouie, his hopej his youth are gone. 
Yet still he loves, and lovea but one.* 



LINES TO MB, HODGSON. 



Huzza I Hodgson, we are going, 

Uur embargo's oiFat last; 
Favourable breezes blowing 

Bend the canvass o'er the mast. 
From aloft the nigiiaJ's streaming, 

Hark ! the farewell gun is fired ; 
Women screeching, tars blaspheming, 
Tell us that our time's expired. 
Here's a rascal 
Come to tnsic ail, 
Prying from the custom-house ; 
'I'ruiiks unpacking. 
Cases cracking, 
Not a comer for a mouse 
'Scnj>es unsearch'd amid the racket, 
Ere i*e sail on board the Packet. 



Jiaw our boatmen quit their mooring. 

And all hands must ply the oar; 
Bagirn.se from the quay is lowering. 

We're impationt, push from shore. 
" Have a care ! that case holds liquor — 

Stop the boat — I'm sick — oh Lord ! " 
" Sick, ma'am, damme, you'll be sicker 

Ere you've been an hour on board," 



> [Tliiu smrected hj biniMlf, in 
tha (su hwt lisM btinn ori^iullj— 



hii motlier'* npj oT Xx. Hobhouie'i UiicclUiif ; 
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Thua are screaming 

Men aiifl women, 

Gemmen, ladies, servants. Jacks ; 

Here entangling, 

All are wrangling, 

Stuck together close as wax.— 

Such the general noise and racket,' 

Ere we reach the Lisbon Packet. 

Now we've reacli'd her, lo ! the captoin, 

Gallant Kidd, commands the crew ; 
Passengers their berths are ckpt in, 
Some to gramble, some to spew. 
" Heydaj I call vou that a cabin ? 

Why 'tis hardly three feet square; 
Not enough to stow Queen Mab in — 
Who the deuce can harbour there?" 
"Who, eir? plenty — 
Nobles twenty 
Did at once my vessel fill." — 
"Did theyP Jesus, 
How you squeeze us ! 
Would to God they did so still : 
Then I'd scape the heat and racket 
Of the good sliip, Lisbon Packet." 

Fletcher ! Murray ! Bob ! ' where are youP i 

Stretch'd along the deck like logs — 
Bear a hand, you jolty tar, you ! 

Here's a rope's end for the dogs. 
Ilobhouse mnttfring fearful curses. 

As the hatchway down he rolls. 
Now his breakfast, now his verses. 
Vomits forth — and damns our aoula. 
" Here's a stanza 
On Braganza — 
Help ! "—"A couplet? "—"No, a cup 
Of warm water — " 
" What's tlie matter ? " 
"Zounds ! my Uver's coming up; 

■ [LorJ Byroa'» three mttuiU.] 
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I shall not survive tlie racket 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet." 




Now at lengtli we're off for Turkey, 

Lord knows when we sliall come back ! 
Breezes foul and tempests murky 

May unship ua in a crack. 
But, since life at most a jest ia, 

As piiilosophers allow. 
Still to laugh by far tlie best is, 
Then laugh on — as 1 do now. 
Laugh at all things, 
Great and ismnli tilings, 
Sick or well, at sea or sliore ; 
While we're quaiTiiig, 
Let's have laughing — 
Who the devil cures for more? — 
Some good wine I and wl)o would luck it, 
Ev'n on board the Lisbon Packet ?" 

tViuouUi Bo&cIb, Jddd 30, ISnS. 



TO FLOKBNCE.* 

Oh Lady ! when I left the shore. 

The distant shore which gave me birth, 

I liardly thought Ut grieve onee more. 
To quit another spot on eartli : 



' [Td the inter in which th«« livelj verneB veu 
Ickie BnglSDj wichuul regn^—I ahall ittni-D lij it v 
the Grat i»DTirt Beuteuced to tmnportiitian : but I 
rtpule liat irbat wu u iioar u ■ crab ; and thus ei 

' [Thew lines were irritlcii it Holu. The lul; 
whom be aflernardi aiioatropbiH* in the iIiuiulb on 
Childr lUn^H ii Ibiu described in a letter to his 
U the cbarfie of a verj aitnwnliiiary IsJj. whom j 
SpouHT Bmitb, of *hij*e e*cipe (be UBKini a de Snlv 
ago. Bbe ha< aioce be«a ibipvrecked ; ami bi^r lift' 
■o ferdte in remarkable incidenta, that in a roniini 
She hu born «t Cunatantinople, vben ber blhti 
Ambuaadur ; nurricd anbAppil;, jet hu neier bee 
excited the Tcngeonce of Bonaparte, bj taking a i 
times riaked hei life ; and ia sot yet fire and tw 



iloaed. Lnrd BjTon aajri ;— "I 

Dl pleoann. I am like Adam, 

re no Ete, and have eaten do 

Qj firKt chaiiWr."] 

hnm tltj were addreued, and 

the tbQDdBntonn of Ziti&, and to 

lOtbei : — "Thia letter iacummittMl 

in hitTe di'ubtlesa heanl of. Mra. 

I publiahed a rtarratiTe a hw jeaia 

hu been from Jta oomueuccment 

e thej wonid appear im]>Tuhable. 

, Baron Herbtrt, wu Aoitriaii 

I impeached in point of character ; 

eoDtpiracy ; leTetal 



ity. 
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Yet here, amidst tliis barren isle. 

Where panting Nature droops the head, 

Where onlj thou art seen to smile, 
I view my parting hour with dread. 

Though far from Albion's craggy Rliore, 

Divided by the dark-blue main; 
A few, brief, rolling seasons o'er, 

Percliance I view her cliffs again : 

But wheresoe'er I now may roam. 

Through scorching clime, and varied sea. 

Though Time restore me to my home, 
I ne'er shall bend mine eyes on thee ; 

On thee, in whom at once conspire 

All charms which heedless hearts can mnrc 

Whom but to see is tc admire. 

And, oh 1 forgiTo tLe word — to love. 

Forgive the word, in one who ne'er 

With such a word can more olTend; 
And since thy heart I cannot sliare. 

Believe me, wliat I am, thy friend. 

And who so cold as look on thee. 

Thou lovely wand'rer, and be iesa? 
Nor be, what man should ever be. 

The friend of Beauty in distress? 

All ! who would think that form Lad past 
Through Danger's moat destructive path. 

Had braved the death-wing'd tempest's bhtst. 
And 'scaped a tyrant's Gercer wrath ? 

England to join hsr botWnd. being obliga) la love Tricate, rntn (hi w«i pajing ■ 
riiil ta hir motlier, bj the ftp|iroBfh of tts Pranch. ud embarki souo in k *hi|i at mr. 
Binra nir arTtTkl bere I barf hul ■cuoetj anj otber cfim|«oinn 1 h>*e roBiid htt 
nrr prfU7i Tci7.v«nii|>liab«l. and eilreniel; eceetitrie. Boiuiii«rl« i* snui now >» 
inwnacd agaiiut b«T, tbat b«r life wmld bo in iMxiga if ibe wan lak«a ptiaonw ft 
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Laiiy! when I siiall view tlic walln 

Where free Byzantium ojice arose. 
And Stamboul's OnentAl halts 

The Turkisli tyrants now enclose ; 

Though mightiest in the hats of fame. 

That glorious city still shall be ; 
On me 'twill hold a dearer claimj 

As spot of thy nativity r 

And though I bid thee now farewell, 

When 1 behold that wondrous scene, 
Since where thou art I may not dwell, 

'Twill Boothe to be where thou hast been. 

Sejuemlir, 18W. 



t 



LINES WEITTEN IN AN ALBUM, AT MALTA. 

As o'er the cold sepulchral stone 

Some name arrests the passer-by ; 
Thus, when thou view'st this page alone. 

May mine attract thy pensive eye! 

And when by tbee that name is read, 

Perchance in some succeeding year, 
Bi^flcct on me as on the dead. 

And think my heart is buried here. 

Stplemlitr H. 1809. 



STANZAS COMPOSED DURING A THUNDER-STOKM.' 

Chiu. and mirk is the nightly blast. 

Where Pindns' mountains rise, 
And angry clouds are pouring fast 

'ITie vengeance of the skies. 
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Our guides are gone, our hope is lost, 
And lightnings, aa they play. 

But show where rocks our patli have i-sne 
Or gild the torrenL's spray. 

la yon a cot I saw, though low ? 

When liglttuing broke the fjloom — 
How welcome were its shade ! — ah, no I 

'Tis but a Turkish tomb. 



Through sounds of foaming waterfalls, 

I hear a voice exclaim — 
My way-worn countryman, who culls 

On distant England's name. 

A shot is fired — by foe or friend ? 

Awotlier — 'tis to tell 
The moantain-peasants to descend. 

And lead us where they dwell. 

Oh ! who in such a night will duro 

To tempt the wilderness P 
And who 'mid thunder-peals can hear 

Our signal of distress ? 

And who that licard our shouts would rise 

To try the dubious road ? 
Nor rather deem from nightly cries 

That outlaws were abroad. 

eitlsd Findui, ia Albania. Mr. nobbDiLic. uhj tiaJ rxlc oa bcfure ths mt of thm'i 
partj, uhI urirnl M Zitu jiul aa the e'eoing «et Lii, de*crilia tbe tbondar •■ i 
"rolling whliout iDWrouBuan, the Mhoes iif one peal not ecaaiug to roll in t)i« 
mnuDtiuni, bufure uialher tremenduui cnuib bunt over nur heuln. whilat the plaiu 
Mill the diatant hillBBpiHBred in a perpetual blue." "Tba lempcal," beuji, "mu 
illogelher terrific, ud worth} of tbe tlrccua Jove. My Frimd, with tbe print aad 
the nerTuila, did nut enler onr hnt till three in tho morning. I nnw Isarnt baa bin 
that tbej had luat tbeir waj, and that after wuuleriDR np and down in total ignmiie* 
M their iindtion, thtf bad.atofped at lait uvai anuie Turkish toiulKluiiM and a loiniAi 
which they wv b; the ilaahea uf lighliiiuK, Tbej bad been thua eipoaed tot bid* 
hniin. It wa* li>D( befoie vc ceawd to talk of tbe thuudcntorm in the plaia 4 
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Clnuils burst, skies flash, oil, drendfiil hour) 

More fiercely pours the storm 1 
Yet here one thouglit has still the power 

To keep my bosom warm. 

While wondering througli each broken path. 

O'er brake and craggy brow ; 
While elements exhaust their wrath. 

Sweet riorence, where art thou? 

Not on the sea, not on the sea, 
Tliy bnrk hnth long been gone : 

Oh, may the storm that pours on me, 
liow down my head alone ! 

Full swiftly blew the swift Siroc, 

When last I presa'd thy lip ; 
Anil long ere now, witli foaming shock, 

Impeil'd thy gallant ship. 

Now thou art safe ; nay, long ere now 

Hast trod the shore of Spain ; 
"fwcre liard if aught so fair as thou 

Should linger on the miun. 

And srncc I now remember thee 

In darknesi) and in dread. 
As in ihose hours of revehry 

Which mirth and music sped;' 

Do Ihou, amid the fair white walls. 

If Cadiz yet be free. 
At limes from out her latticed halls 

Look o'er the dark blue sea ; 

Then think upon Calypso's isles, 

Endear'd by days gone by ; 
To others give a thousand smiles. 

To me a single sigh. 



ID them, vhidi, inilepcadGatlj 
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And when the admiring circle mark 

The paleness of thy face, 
A half-formM tear, a transient spark 

Of melancholy grace. 

Again thou'lt smile, and blushing shun 

Some coxcomb's raillery ; 
Nor own for once thou thought'st on one. 

Who ever thinks on thee. 

Though smile and sigh alike are vain. 

When severed hearts repine. 
My spirit flies o'er mount and main. 

And mourns in search of thine. 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN PASSING THE AMBRACIAN GULF, 

Through cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 
Full beams the moon on Actium's coast : 

And on these waves, for Egypt's queen, 
The ancient world was won and lost. 

And now upon the scene I look. 

The azure grave of many a Roman ; 
Where stern Ambition once forsook 

His wavering crown to follow woman. 

Florence ! whom I will love as well 

As ever yet was said or sung, 
(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from hell) 

Whilst thou art fair and I am young ; 

Sweet Florence ! those were pleasant times, '^ 

When worlds were staked for ladies' eyes : 

Had bards as many realms as rhymes, 
Thy charms miijht raise new Antouies. 



ocx:asiohal pieces. bdi 

Though Fate forbids such things to be. 

Yet, by thine eyes and riugleta curl'd f 
1 cnniiot lose a world for tliee. 

But would not lose tliee for a world. 

AfoWBifcT H, ISOB, 



THE SPELL 13 BROKE, THE CHABM 13 FLOWN ! 

KfUTTEH AT ATHIIIS, JIBUIKT IS, 1810. 

The spell is broke, the charm is flown I 

Thus is it with life's fitful fever ; 
We madly smile when, we should groan; 

Delirium is our best deceiver. 

Each lucid interval of thought 

Recalls the woes of Nature's charter; 

And lie that acts as wise men ought. 
But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 



Ir, in the month of dark December, 

Leander, who was iiigiitly wont 
(Wliat maid will not the tale remeinher?) 

To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont I 

* On lh« 3rd of Umj, ISIO, irbile the Stlwtte (Captain Bathont) wu Ijlng in tb* 
Dnrdanelles, Lleuleuut Ekenhcad, of ttul frigate, aod the writer of tbew rhrme^ 
■onin from tbeEonipeaii shoni to llie Anatio — b; Uie bj, from Abjdiu to Sort« would 
luve been mors ourrect Ike whole diAance, fr^m tba plaea whcoee we ■toned to our 
bulling on the other aide, ioduding ths Icngtb we were earned bj the cnrrent, wiu 
«>iu|iuted b; tfame on board the fiigaU at opwuds of fonr Englinh niilFf, thmigli tho 
■ctufj breadth ia barelf ODS. Tbe tapiditj or Ilia cnireat ii *uFh thut no Imat can 
ru* directlj aerom, and it may, in same jnoamln, be ertimaled from the oirpmnsKuwe 
uf the whule diitance baing aunmpliilHid bjr one of the putiei in an hournnd five, aad 
bj the other In an hour aud ten minBWa, The water was eilrenitiv eoM, fruto the 
melting of the mnontain anowa. About three weeks before, in April, we had made 
an attempt ; bat baTing riddan alt tho way from the Troad the laiue morning, and 
the water being of an icy cbitluuK, wc fu-uud it ne«*aar; to [xntpuoe Iha sompletiaa 
till the frigaU anchored h«hiw the caatlea, when we iwam the atiaiu ai jnat abiWiV 
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If, wheu the wintry tempest roar' J, 

He sped to Hero, iiotliing loth. 
And thus of old thj current pour'd, 

Fair Venus ! how I pity both ! 

For me, degenerate modem wretchj 

Though in the genial month of May, 
My dripping limbs I fnintly stretch. 

And think I've done a feat to-day. 

But since he cross'd the rapid tide. 

According to the doubtful story. 
To woo, — and — Loid knows what beside. 

And Bffam for Love, as I for Glory; 

'Twere hard to say who fared the best : 

Sad mortals ! thos the Gods still plague yoa 1 

He lost his labour, I my jest : 

For he was drown' d, and I've the ague.' 

Mar "• >B10. 



LINES IN THE TRAVELLERS' BOOK AT ORCHOSreNUS. 



"Faib Albion, smiling, sees her son deimrt 
To trace the birth and nursery of art ; 
Noble his object, glorious is his aim ; 
He comes to Athens, and he writes his name." 

enlering a CDuidcnkble whj kboTe the Baropran. uid luiding below the A^tie, tv^ 
ClwT&licr u;i that ft jonig Jew ewuii tbe «une diiUmce Tor hU mittroM ; kod Olirar 
iDcDttoiu iti hftiiog b»n done by ■ NeapalitAD ; bntoarooEunl, Trun^atiB. ivnieniber«il 
iLcither uf thne ciraiiiiinaniMie, aud tried to dimude us froai tbu fttlcntpt. A DnmUr 
or th> BalKtIe'i craw wnrc known bi bhve accoiuptiiihed B gnal«r diituea i Mid Um 
oaij tbing that surprised mo WM tlmt, u doubw luul been entetltuncd Cif tlw trntll of 
Leuulet'a (toi?, no ttsTsllcr h&d erer endokvoured to ucertun ita |inwtiMUlI^. 

' t"Mj wmpamon,'' uji Mr. Hobboase, "had before inulp a taon p 
letK nlebnlod puug« ; far I rpoolloot thai, wlien we irore in Portug&l, h« 
l>ld Lli1x>n la Bcirm Cutis, and bailing to wntrnd with ■ tido and counl 
tlie winil lilowiiig frn^hlj, wu but little lets than two honn in iri-oeuog."] 



ruifiMI l^^H 



OCCASIONAL PIKCIS, 



The modest bard, like many a btvrd unknown. 
Rhymes on our names, but wisely hides hia own ; 
But jet, wlioe'er he be, to snj no worse, 
Hia name would bring more credit than liis verse. 



MAID OF ATHENS, ERE WE PART. 






U *>«£. 



Maid of Athens,' ere we part, 
Give, oh give me back my heart I 
Or, since that lias left ray breast. 
Keep it now, and take the rest ! 
Hear my vow before I go, 
Zttr) fuiii, aas dyairu.* 

By those tressea unconfiued, 
Woo'd by each jEgean wind ; 
By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cheeks' blooming tinge ; 
By those wild eyes like the roe, 
Ziiij fiov, tra^ ayairm. 

By that lip I long to tast« ; 
By that zone-encircled waist; 

■ [Tht ladj <appo«J W be the Maid of Alliens, wm the eldest of thrm loralj J . ._ _, 
•bo am thin desfribal bj Mr. Hugh Willumi :— "Therem, the Maid of Alhen», 
Cittiiico, arid Marimia. ore of middle statare. The two eldoit have black, or dark 
hwr and eyes ; their visage oinl. and compleiiiin tomeirhot pale, with leeth ofdauliiig 
whileneffi. Their cheeks are rouadcd, and noses straight, rather indioed to aquilina. 
The foangeiit, Hariaiu, is rei; fair, her futt not » finely roonded, hot has ■ gajfr 
eKpreasion than her sisten', whose coDntratanecs, except whea the nnTersatioo bai 
■omething of miitti in it, naj be said to be nlher (Mnnve. Their penoni are elegant, 
and thdr mannen pleasing and lad;-like, mieh as would be (hsciiuiting in an} oounti?. 
Tbej poweas very nmuderaUe powers of oonretBation, and their minds stem to bt 
more inslmoted than tbon of the Qreek womeD in genenL"] 

* Romaio eipnasioa of teoderaeai ; If I tnuulUe it, I ahall kffrant the geatlemen, 
as it mar iBeox that I mppoaed thejr eoulil not ; and if I du uot, I may affroot the 
ladle*. Pot fear of anj miacoDitroction on the part of the Utter, Islialldn so, begging 
pardon of the learned. It means, ■ ' U j life, I lore jon ! " which sonuds verj preltilj 
in all languages, and in as much in fashion In Qreece at this ds^ as, Juvenal tells us. 
the two Itrst wonls wi^ nnioDgtt ihe liomu ladiea, whose e 
&llenised. 



Bv an the toke&-4o«as ' tkil tcfl 
\llias words can sever spnk so vdl; 
Bj love's ahoia&e joj and vo^ 



Maid of AthoB ! I am gone: 
Tbink of me, swed ! when atone. 
Thoo^ I flj to Istambol,' 
Aihoks holds mj heazt and soul : 
Can I cease to loie thee ? Xo ! 



IStt. 



TRAHSLATIOK OF THE XUBSE^ DOLE IN THE MEDEA 

OF EUEIPIDES^ 

Oh how I wish that an embargo 

Had kept in port the good ship Argo ! 

Who, still unlannch'd from Grecian docks. 

Had nerer pass'd the Azure rocks ; 

But now I fear her trip will be a 

DamnM business for mj Miss Medea, &c. &c' 

i8ia 



' In tbe Em* (vhere ladies mre not tan^ to write, lest thej dioiild Mribhl« 
MBguitioiis) fUifwen, dnden, pebbles, ke, convey the seniunenis of the psitics by 
ihsi QDheissl deputy of If ercnry — sn old woman. A cinder says, " I bum for thee ; ** 
a bunch of iloweri tied with ha^, " Take me and fly ;" bat a pebble declares — ^what 
nothing elae can. 

' Constantinople. 

' [" I am jnst eome fivm an expedition thnnigh the Boephoms to the Black Sea 
and the Cyanean Symplegades, np which last I scrambled with as great risk as ever 
the Argonauts eaeaped in their hoy. Ton remember the beginning of the nnrK*s dole 
in the Ifsdsa, of which I b^ yon to take the foUowicg translation, done on the summit. 
A ' damn*d busine«* it rery nearly was to me ; for, had not this sublime passage been 
in my head, I should nerer hare dreamed of ascending the said rocks, and bruising 
my eareaas in honour of the andenta** — Lard B. to Mr, Henry Drwry^ June 17, 181 0.] 
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MY EPITAPa 

Youth, Nature, and relenting Jove, 
To keep my Innap in s-troiigly strove ; 
But RomaiicUi was so stout,' 
Ue beat all three— and bleio it oul.' 

Otioter, 1810. 


BUBSTITUTE FOR AN EPITAPH. 

KisD Reader, take vour choice to crv or laueli; 
Here Harold lies-but wliere's his Epilapir? 
If audi you seek, try Westminster, and view 
Ten tliouaand just as fit for him as you. 

Albem. 


LINES WRITl'EN BESEATH A PICTURE.' 

Deak object of defeated care I 

Though now of Love aud thee bereft, ■ ,;> 
To recgncile me with despair, ' •' ■'A 

Thine image and my tears are left. 

Tis ssiid with Sorrow Time can cope > ^^ 
But this I fee! can ne'er be true : ^^^^^H 

For by tite deuth-blow of my Hope ^^^^^| 

Jly Memory immortal grew. ^^^^| 

Atbus, Jaiuiaiy, Iflll. ^^M 

' [■' I hare jiut ittaped from n pb^iiuui snd a fever. la apite of mr te^lh aacl ^H 
tosgue, the BugUili connil, mj Tirtar, Albuiiu, dngomui, forced ■ phjsiciiB upon ^^| 
uie, and in three d^i broaght miMo the Urt gup. In thuaUlcInuulo niTeuMpb." ^H 
—Lord B. to Mr. BodgHm, On. 3, 161D.] ^M 

' [TheM lino iM oopied 6wn > loaf of the anginal Ua. of tlu MOond «nto of ^M 
■•CUldeHuold."] ^M 



Ski oocASC'SAL racEL nail. 



TRASBLATIOK OF THE FAMOUS GREEK WAR 80HG, 



So58 of the Grwi«, mst ! 

The glorious hour's gone forth^ 
And, vorthj of «ach ties, 

IT vho gare as birth. 



Sons of Greeks ! let us go 
In arms against the foe, 
mi their hated blood shall flcv 
In a river past oar feet. 

Then manfully despising 

The Turkish tvrant's voke. 
Let your country see you rising. 

And all her chains are broke. 
Brave shades of cliiefs and sages. 

Behold the coming strife ! 
Hellenes of past age^. 

Oh. start asain to life ! 
At the sound of my trumpet, breaking 

Your sleep, oh, join with me ! 
And the seven-hill'd ' city seeking. 

Fight, conquer, till we're free. 

Sons of Greeks, &c. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers 

Lethargic dost thou lie ? 
Awake, and join thy numbers 

With Athens, old ally ! 
Jjconidas recalling. 

That chief of ancient song, 

* The song L%vr9 veu3«f, &c., wan written by Riga, who perished in the attMOpI lo 
rtrolutioniM Greece. This translation iH as literal as the author could make it in 
verae. It is of the same measure as that of the original. [While at the Fnukdaoaii 
eunrent, Lord Byron deroted some hours daily to the study of the fiomaic] 

^ CooatantinopU. **'EirTaAo^t/ 



F 
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Who saved ye once from falling, 

The terrible 1 the strong ! 
Who made tliat bold diversioik 

lu old 'I'lierinopylse, 
And wurring with the Fersiau 

To keep liis country free j 
With ills three hundred wiigin;^ 

The battle, long he stood, 
And like a lion ragiuf;. 

Expired in seas of blood. 

Sons of Greeks, 



TRANSLATION OF THE ROMAIC SONG 



I ENTEE thy garden of roees, 

Beloved and fair Haid^e, 
Each morning where Flora reposes. 

For surely I see lier iti thee. 
Oh, Lovely ! thus iow I implore thee. 

Receive this fond truth from tny tongue. 
Which utt«rs its song to adore thee, 

Yet trembles for what it has sung; 
As the branch, at the bidding of Nature, 

Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree. 
Through her eyes, through her every feature. 

Shines the soul of the young Haiil^. 

" [Kigii WW a TheMnlian, uid paised the fitW pirt o( hia joulh among bii iialivs 
jiiountaina in teachiag Ancient <jhxielc to his anuUTiDeii. Ud thit oulbriHik nt Iht^ 
Prendi rcTolutinn, he aud »imB other enthnsiaaU pentmbalaUd Civece, rooBlii; the 
I^jLiI, juict eDconragiDg Ifae timid hj their minirtrclflj^ He ufWrrarda went to ViiMtim 
b> hilidt ud for A riflirig, but wax gitflo up b^ the AoBtriaii gDrermucDt tji the Turkn, 
who Tiualj endeaYonred hj torture to force from him the uauies of the other 
Qunspiratun. ] 

~ ~' ' which thii if taken i* & gnat rsvonritc with the ycnng girls id 



Atheu 



Theic 



Tofiii 



" xioo: 



tie 00CASI05AL PIECES. [ 1811. 

But the lordiest garden grows hatefal 

When Love has abandoned the bovefs ; 
Bring me hemlock — since mine is ongratefiil. 

That herb is more fragrant than flovers. 
The poison, when ponr'd from the chalice^ 

Will deeply embitter the bowl ; 
Bnt when drank to escape from thj maliee. 

The draught shall be sweet to mj sool. 
Too crael ! in vain I implore thee 

Mj heart from these horrors to save : 
Will nought to mj bosom restore thee P 

Then open the gates of the grave. 

As tlie chief who to combat advances 

Secure of his conquest before. 
Thus thou, with those eyes for thj lances. 

Hast pierced through my heart to its core. 
Ah, teU me, my soul I must I perish 

By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 
Would the hope, which thou once bad'st me cherislv 

For torture repay me too well ? 
Now sad is the garden of roses. 

Beloved but false Haid^ ! 
There Flora all withered reposes. 

And mourns o'er thine absence with me. 

1811. 



ON PARTING. 

The kiss, dear maid ! thy lip has left 

Shall never part from mine. 
Till happier hours restore the gift 

Untainted back to thine. 

Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 

An equal love may see : 
Tlie tear that from thine evelid streams 

Can weep no change in me. 
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I ask no pledge to make me blest 

111 gazing when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast. 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 

Nor need I write — to tell the tale 
My pen were doubly weak : 

Oh ! what can idle words avail, 
Unless the heart could apeak P 

By day or night, in weal or woe, 
Tliat heart, no longer free. 

Must bear the love it cannot show. 
And silent ache for thee. 



Steangeb! behold, interred together. 
The iouU of learning and of leather. 
Poor Joe is gone, bat left his all: 
You'll find liis relics in a stall. 
His works were neat, and often found 
Well stitch'd, and with tnomcco bound. 
Tread lightly — where the bard is laid 
He cannot mend the shoe he made ; 
Yet is he happy in his hole. 
Will) verse immortal as his aole. 
Bat still to business he held fast. 
And stuck to Phcebus to the last. 
I'hen who shall say so good a fellow 
Was only "leather and pruoellaP" 
For character — he did not lack it ; 
And if he did, 'twere shame to " Black-it." 

M>1U, tfnylfl, 1311. 
1 [H« died in ISID, uid his worts bare fuUuwed Lim.] 



occAsroHAt piBcm 



FAREWELL TO MALTA. 

Adieu, je joys of La Vnlette ! 

Adieu, sirocco, sun, and sweat 1 

Adieu, thou palace rarely eiiter'd ! 

Adieu, ve mansions where — I've ventured I 

Adieu, je cursed streets of stairs I 

{How surely he who mounts you swears!) 

Adieu, ye merchants often failing ! 

Adieu, thou mob for ever railing I 

Adieu, ye packets — without letters I 

Adieu, ye fools — who ape your betters! 

Adieu, thou damned' st quarantine. 

That gave me fever, and the spleen ! 

Adieu that stage wliicli makes us yawn, Sii^ 

Adieu his Excellency's ilaiicers ! 

Adieu to Peter — whom no fault's in. 

But could not teach a colonel waltzing ; 

Adieu, ye females fraught with graces ! 

Adieu red coats, and redder faces ! 

Adieu the supercilious air 

Of all that Btrut " en mililaire ! " 

I go — but God knows when, or why, 

To smoky towns and cloudy sky, 

To things (the honest truth to say) 

As bad — but in a different way. 

Farewell to these,' but not adieu. 
Triumphant sons of truest blue I 
While either Adriatic shore. 
And fallen chiefs, aud fleets no more. 
And nightly smiles, and daily dinners, 
Proclaim you wi* and woman's wtnnerB. 
Pardon my Muse, who opt to prate is. 
And take my rhyme — because 'tis " gratia. 

And now I've gut to Mrs. Frnscr, 
Perhaps you think I mean to jiraise her— 
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Aiiii were I vain enough to think 
My praise was worth tills drop of ink, 
A line — or two — were no hard matter, 
As here, indeed, I need not flatter : 
But she must be content to sliine 
In better praises than in minCj 
With lively air, and open heart., 
And fashion's ease, without its art ; 
Her hours can gaily ghde along, 
Nor ask the aid of idle song. 

And now, Malta I since thou'st got Ub, 
Thou Utile military hothouse I 
I'll not offend with words uncivil. 
And wish thee rudely at the Devil, 
But only store from out my casement, 
And ask, for what is such a place mciiut? 
Then, in my solitary nook. 
Return to scribbling, or a book. 
Or take my physic while I'm able 
(Two spoonfuls hourly by the label). 
Prefer my nightcap to my beaver. 
And bless the gods I've got a fever. 

Jfay 2t), 1311. [Pint ptiblUli«d 1832.] 



TO DIVEa 



Unhappy Dives ! in an evil hour 
'Gainst Nature's voice seduced to deeds accnrsl ! 
Once Fortune's miuion, now thou feel'st her power; 
Wrath's viol on thy lofty head bath burst. 
In Wit, iu Genius, as in Wealth the first, 
How wondrous bright thy blooming morn arose ! 
But thou wert smitten with th' nnhallow'd thirst 
Of crime un-namcd, and thy sad noon must close 
In scorn, and solitude unsought, the worst of woes. 
1811. [Pint publiihnl IS. 
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ON MOOBE*S LAST OPERATIC FABCE, OR FARCICAL 

OPERA, « 

Good plays are scarce^ 

So Moore writes farce : 
The poef 8 fame grows brittle — 

We knew before 

That LitCl^sMoore, 
But now 'tis Moore thaf s liUle. 

September U, 1811* 



EPISTLE TO A FRIEND,* 

n AirSWSB TO bomb UirBS EXHORTIVO THB author to BB OHBIBfin^ 

▲HD TO "bAHISH care.** 

" Oh ! banish care " — such ever be 
The motto of t/iy revelry I 
Perchance of mlney when wassail nights 
llenew those riotous delights, 
Wherewith the children of Despair 
Lull the lone heart, and " banish care." 
But not in morn's reflecting hour. 
When present, past, and future lower. 
When all I loved is changed or gone. 
Mock with such taunts the woes of one. 
Whose every thought — but let them pass — 
Thou know'st I am not what I was. 
But, above all, if thou wouldst hold 
Place in a heart that ne'er was cold. 
By all the powers that men revere. 
By all unto thy bosom dear. 
Thy jovs below, thy hopes above, 
Speak — speak of anything but love. 

• [Tho farre was called **M.P. ; or, the Blue Stocking/' and oame out at tilt 
LytN'um Theatre, on the Uth of September.] 
"* [t. e. Mr. Francis Hodgvon (not then tlie Reverend).] 
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'Twere long to tell, and vain to bear. 
The tale of one who scorns a tear; 
And there is little in that tale 
Which better bosoms would bewail. 
But mine has suffer'd more than well 
'Twould suit philosophy to tell. 
I've seen my bride another's bride, — 
Have seen her seated by his side, — 
Have seen the infant, which she bore. 
Wear the sweet smile the mother wore. 
When she and I in youth have smiled. 
As fond and faultless as her chdd ; — 
Have seen her eyes, in cold disdain, 
Ask if I felt no secret pain ; 
And / have acted well mj part. 
And make my cheek belie my heart, 
Retum'd the freezing glance she gave. 
Yet felt the while lAal woman's slave; — 
Have kiss'd, as if without design. 
The babe which ought to have been mine. 
And show'd, alas 1 in each caress 
Time had not made me love the less.* 



But let this pass — I'll whine no mor^ 
Nor seek again an eastern shore; 
The world befits a busy brain, — , 

I'll hie me to its liaunta again. 
But if, in some succeeding year. 
When Britain's " May is in the sere," 
Thou hear'st of one, whose deepening criineti 
Suit with the sablest of the times. 
Of one, whom love nor pity sways. 
Nor iiope of fame, nor good men's praise ; 
One, who in stem ambition'i pride. 
Perchance not blood sliall turn kside ; 
One rank'd in some recording page 
With the worst anarchs of the age, 

* [ThcH tinea irill ibov vith *b>t Etoomir fiJelitji, e«i wkilc dtkUt the preHurv 
of rc«ait ■oTTOw, the Po«t nrerted to the dittppDintaeDt of bi> eviT *ff«tiui u Ibe 
ohief ■aoTM of »ll hii namiBg mmI emin, pn«rat *ul t« ttmc, — MooU-j 
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Him wilt tbou km>K — and inomn/f pausf, 
Nor with the ef^t Target the cause.' 

NawBUwl Ablwri Oct. 11, IBIL [Hnl putiliaticJ IS3U.J 



TO THYRZA, 

Without a stone to mark the spot, 

And say, what Truth might well have sait 

By all, save one, perchance forgot, 
Ahl wherefore art thou lowly laid? 

By many a shore and muny a sea 

Divided, jet beloved in vain ; 
The past, the future fled to thee, 

To bid US meet — no — ne'er again 1 

Could this have been — a word, a look, 
Tiiat softly said, " We part in peace," 

Had tauglit my bosom liow to brook, 
With fainter sighs, thy soul's release. 

And didst tbou not, since Death for thee 
Prepared a light and pangless dart. 

Once long for hitn thou ne'er slialt see. 
Who held, and liulds thee in liis heart? 

Oil I who like liini had watcli'd thee here? 

Or sadly mark'd tlij glazing eye. 
In that dread hour ere death appear. 

When silent sorrow fears to sigh, 

Till all was past ? But when no more 
'Twas tliine to reck of human woe. 

Affection's heart-drops, gushing o'er, 
Had floVd as fast — as now they flow. 



* [The Mticipationa of hU ovo futore career ia then concluding lilua u* of ■ nuar^ 
Bit ba avDed, to anktm more of horror Itntn uf mlero' 
« nunj iniUncea of bia euggention in lhi> reaioct, n 



it mail ba avned, to anktm more of horror Itntn uf inlenaU ■'ere ire not pfB(«N^ 
' be itUtM U Uf 
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Shall thej not flow, when many a day 
In these, to me, deserted towers. 

Ere call'd but for a time away. 

Affection's mingling teais were ours ? 

Ours too the glance none saw beside ; 

The smile none else might understand ; 
The whisper'd thought of hearts allied, 

The pressure of the thrilling hand ; 

The kiss, so guiltless and refined. 
That Love each wanner wish forbore ; 

Those eyes proclaim'd so pure a mind. 
Even Passion blush'd to plead for more. 

The tone, that taught me to rejoice, 
Wben prone, unlike thee, to repine ; 

The aong, celestial from thy voice. 
But sweet to me from none but thine; 

The pledge we wore — I wear it still. 

But where is thine P — Ah 1 where art thou ? 

Oft have I bortie the weight of ill. 
But never bent beneath till now 1 

Well hast thou left in life's best bloom 

The cup of woe for me to drain. 
If rest alone be in the tomb, 

I would not wish thee here again ; 

But if in worlds more blest than this 

TliT virtues seek a fitter sjihere, 
Impart some portion of thy bliss. 

To wean me from miue anguish here. 

Teach me— too early taught bj thee 1 
To bear, forgiving and forgiven : 

On earth thy love was such to me ; 
It fain would form my hope in heaven ! 



OOCABIOHAL mCK. 



AWAY, AWAY, YE NOTES OF WOE t 

Aw AT, awaj, ye notes of woe ! 

Be silent, thou once soothing strain. 
Or I must flee from hence — for, oh I 

I dare not trust those sounds again. 
To me they apeak of brighter days — 

But lull the chords, for now, alas I 
I must not think, I m^y not gaze. 

On what I am — on what I was. 

The voice that made tliose sounds more sweet 

Is husli'd, and all their charms are fled ; 
And now their softest notes repeat 

A dirge, an anlhem o'er the dead ! 
Yes, Thjrza ! yes, they breathe of thee, 

Beloved dust 1 since dust thou ait; 
And all that once was hannony 

Is worse than discord to my heart I 

'Tis silent all ! — but od my ear 

The well remember'd echoes thrill; 
I hear a voice I would not hear, 

A voice that now might well be still ; 

hut luffercd from x rral ohjKt at aSeetioa, UisthiapoenmoiiUiede&tliof >n imoptnory 
one were writteo ; — oor la it uij wooder whed we wonder the pcenlinr eircumituHm 
nnder which IhcM beautiful elTuriniu flowed from bis ftuic;, th^ of ill hi* itniiu of 
p«thDs, they should be the ino»t lonoliiBg wnl most pure. Tbej were, indeed. Ilie 
euenee, the abstnct spirit, u it wore, vf muir griefs ; — a confluenca \if ttd thoBghti 
from mukf houfcca of sorrow, refined aod wftnued in their passage thtnu^b hij &aejt 
ud forming thus one deep reservoir if mournful feeling." It is a pity to diMorb a 
seutiment thus b«utiflill/ expressed ; but Lord ByruD, in a letter M Mr. Ditllaa, 
bearing the eiact data of these lines, Tii., OsL 11, IBll, vritee as folloai :— " I hav« 
been again shocked with a denth, and have lost one rery dear to me in happier timet - 
but ' I have almost forgot the Uste of grief,' and ' supped full of horron,' till I IwTi 
bttnme Mlloaa ; nor have I * te&r left for an event vfaich, five year* ago, would h»Ti 
bowed m; beftd U the eftrth." Semat yean after the poemi on Thyrsi wei« written. 
Lord BytUD, on bung silced to whom they referred, by a peraon in whose teodrmeia 
ha UTcr eaued to eonlide, refiued to amver, wiUi marki of agitation, sueh as rmdetnt 
rvcamniM to the subject imponibU. The firs foUoKJug niece* »re »U detokd to 
Thyti..] 




OOCASIOKAL FIBCBS. 

Tet oft my doubting soul 'twill shake ; 

Even slumber owaa its gentle tone. 
Till consciousness will vainly wake 

To listen, though the dream be flown. 



Sweet Thyrza ! waking as in sleep. 

Thou art but now a lovely dream ; 
A star that trembled o'er the deep. 

Then turn'd from earth its tender beam. 
But he who through life's dreary way 

Must pass, when heaven is veil'd in wrath. 
Will long lament tlie vanish'd ray 

That scatter'd gladness o'er his path. 



ONE STRUOOLE MORE, AXU I AM FBBE. 

One stru^Ie more, and I am free 

From pangs that rend my heart in twain; 
One last long sigh to love and theef 

Then back to busy life again. 
It suits me well to mingle now 

With things that never pleased before : 
Though every joy is fled below. 

What future grief can touch me moraP 



Then bring me wine, the banquet bring; 

Man was not form'd to live alone : 
I'll be that light, unmeaning thing 

That smiles with all, and weeps with none. 
It was not thus in days more dear. 

It never would have been, but thou 
Hast fled, and left me lonely here; 

Thou'rt nothing, — all are nothing now. 



CHXTASIONAL PIECES. 

In vuin my Ijre would lightly brmthe ! 

Tlie smile that sorrow fain would wear 
But mocks the woe that lurks beueath. 

Like roses o'er a sepulchre. 
Though gaj companions o'er the bowl 

Dispel awhile the sense of 11! ; 
Though pleasure fires the maddening sodI, 

The heart, — the heart is lonely still I 

On many a lone and lovely night 

II sooth'd to gaze upon the sky ; 
Por then I deem'd tte heavenly light 

Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye : 
And oft I thought at Cyutliia'a noon, 

When sailing o'er the ^gean wave, 
" Now Thyrza gazes on that moon " — 

Alas, it gleam'd upon her grave ! 

When stretch'd on fever's sleepless bed. 

And sickness shrunk my throbbing veins, 
'"Tis comfort slill," 1 faintly said, 

"That Thyrza cannot know my pains:" 
Like freedom to tlie time-Hom slave, 

A boon 'tis idle then to give, 
Eelenting Nature vainly gave 

My life, when Thyrza ceased to live I 

My Thyrza's pledge in better days, 

When love and life alike were new I 
How different now thou meet'st my gaee ! 

How tinged by time with sorrow's huel 
The heart that gave itself with thee 

Is silent — ah, were mine as still ! 
Though cold as e'en the dead can be. 

It feels, it sickens with the chill. 

Thou bitter pledge ! thou moumfiJ token! 

Though painful, welcome to my breast ! 
Still, still, preserve that love unbroken. 

Or break the heart to which thou'rt presi'd. 



OOCA8I0NAL PTBcm 

Time tempers love, bat not remoTcs, 
More lialiow'd when ita Uope ia fled ; 

Oh ! what are thouBand living luvea 
To that which cannot quit the dead? 



EtrrilANASlA. 



When Time, or soon or late, siiall bring 
The dreamless sleep that lulU the dead, 

Oblivion ! mny thy languid wing 
Wave gently o'er my dying bed I 

No band of friends or heirs be there. 
To weep, or wish, the comiug blow : 

No maiden, with dishevelled hair, 
To feel, or feign, decorous woe. 

Bat silent let me sink to earth. 
With no ofBcious mourners near: 

I would not mar one hour af mirth. 
Nor startle friendship with a tear. 

Tet Lore, if Love in such an hour 
Could nobly diedc its useless sigtuj 

Might then esert its latest power 
In her who lives, and hiua who dies. 

'Twere sweet, my Psyche ! to the laet 
Thy features still serene bo see : 

Forgetful of its struggles paat. 

E'en Fain it«elf should smile on thee. 



But vain the wish — for Beauty still 

Will shrink, as shrinks the ebbing breath; 

And woman's l«ars, produced at will. 
Deceive in life, unman in death. 



" Kj, bat to die, and ga," alia ! 

Wlxre aU have ptat, mi tU nut go I 
T;» be the BotloBg tint J vaa 

Efebon lo fife md finng woe ! 

Coont o'er the jop thine boon bare seet^ 
Count o'er thj dajB from aagnish bttf 

And know, whatever thoa hast been, 
Tu MfoetbiDg better not to be. 



AKD THOU ABT DEiJ>, AS YOUNO AND PAIR. 

" Sn, qowtQ niDW at nua rdiqnii Tcnui qotm tni meniBlat I ** 

Akd thoQ art dead, aa young and fair 

A» nught of mortal birth ; 
And form to soft, and charms so rare. 

Too Boon retura'd to Earth 1 
Though Earth received them in her bed. 
And o'er the spot the crowd ma; tread 

In careleuness or mirth, 
Tlierc ii an eje which could not brook 
A moment on tliat f^avc to look. 

I will not ask where thou tiest low. 

Nor gaze upon t)ie spot ; 
llicrc flowors or weeds at will may grow, 

So I brhold t)iem not : 
It is enough for mi; to prove 
That wliat I loved, and long must love. 

Like rominui) cnrtli cnn rot ; 
To me there needs no stone to tell, 
Tis Nothing that I loved so well. 



OCCASIOHAI nECBa. 

Tet did I love thee to the laat 

As fervently as thou, 
Who didat not change through all the past. 

And canst not alter now. 
The love where Death has aet hia seal, 
Nor age can chill, nor rival steal. 

Nor falsehood disavow : 
And, what were worse, thou canst not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 

The better days of life were ours j 

The worst can be but mine : 
The sun that clieers, the storm that lowers, 

Shall never more be thine, 
The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep ; 

Nor need I to repine. 
That all those charms have pass'd away ; 
I might have watch'd through long decay. 

The flower in ripen'd bloom uumatch'd 

Must fall the earliest prey; 
Though by no hand untimely snatch'd, 

The leaves must drop away ; 
And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, leaf by leaf, 

Than see it pluck'd to-day ; 
Since earthly eye but ill can bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair* 

I know not if 1 could have borne 

To see thy beauties fade ; 
The night that foltoVd such a mom 

Had worn a deeper shade : 
Thy day without a cloud hath pass'd, 
And thou wcrt lovely to the last ; 

Extingoish'd, not dccay'd ; 
As stars that shoet along the sky 
Shine brightest as they fall from hig'« 



OGCASIOHAL fOCSS. 

As once I wept, if I could weep, 

ilj tears might well be shed. 

To think I was not near to keep 

One vigil o'er thj bed ; 
To gaze, bow fondly ! on thjr face, 
To fold thee in a faint embrace. 

Uphold thf drooping head ; 
And show that lore, however vain, 
Nor then nor I can feel again. 

Yet how much less it were to gain, 

Though thou hast left me free, 
The loveliest things that still remaio, 

Than thus remember thee ! 
The all of thine that cannot die 
Through dark and dread I<!temit]r 

Returns again to me. 
And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 



IF 80METIME8 IN THK HAtJHTS OF MEN 

Ir sometimes in the haunts of men 

Tliine image from my breast may fade, 
The lonely hour presents again 

The semblance of thy gentle sliade ; 
And now tliat sad and silent hour 

Thus much of thee can still restore 
And sorrow unobserved may pour 

The plaint she dare not speak before. 

Oh, pardon that in crowds awhile 
I waste one tliougbt 1 owe to thee, 

And self-condeuin'd, appear to smile, 
Unfiutlifiil to thjr ucmory : 



OOCASIONAL PIE(:B8. 

Nor deem that memory less dear, 
Tlial, tlien I seem not to repine ; 

I would aot foois should overhear 
Oiie sigh that should be wholly lAiue. 

If not the goblet puss uiiijUafT'd, 

It is not drain'd to banish care; 
The cup must hold a deadlier draught. 

That brings a Lethe for despair. 
And could obhvion set my soul 

From all her troubled visions frecj 
I'd dash t« earth the sweetest bowl 

That drown'd a single thought of thee. 

For wert thou vanish'd from my mind. 

Where could my vacant bosom turn ? 
And who would then remain behind 

To honour thine abandon'd Urn ? 
Ko, no— it is my sorrow's pride 

Tirnt last dear duty to fulfil; 
Though all the world forget beside, 

Tis meet that I remember stiU. 



For well I know, that such hod been 

Thy gentle care for him, who uow 
Unmoura'd shall quit this mortal scene, 

Where none regarded him, hut thou : 
And, oh I I feel in tial was given 

A blessing never meant for me ; 
Tboa wert too like a dream of Heaven, 

For earthlf Love to merit thee. 



March 11, 181& 



FEOM THE FRENCH. 



^OLi, beauty and poet, has two little crimes ; 

She makes her own face, and does not make her rhymes. 



OCCASIOITAL PIKCS8. 



ON A CORNELIAN HEABT WHICH WAS BBOKZN. 

Ilufatbd Heart ! and can it be. 
That thou ahouldst thus be rent in twaia ? 

Have years of care for thine and thee 
Alike been all emplojed in vain ? 

Yet precious seems each shatter'd part. 

And every fragment dearer grown. 
Since he who wears thee feela thou art 

A fitter emblem of AU own. 



UNE3 TO A LADY WEEPING' 

Weep, daughter of a roja! line, 

A Sire's disgrace, a realm's decaj ; 
Ah ! happy if each tear of thine 

Could wash a father's fault away I 



Weep — for thy tears are Virtue's 
Auspicious to these suffering isles ; 

And be each drop in future years 
Repaid thee by thy people's smiles 



March, leii 



" [Thiiimpromptuoweditabirth to in OB dif, that IhePriiiwm Charlotte of W»1m 
bunl into tesn on hmriDg that the Whiga had fuimd it impowible to form k ubinrt 
M the poriod of Parceral'i doith, Thej irere appended lo the fiirt edition of Ihe 
" Cun&ir," and aidled a (nuotion, marTelloiul}' diaproportioaaW ta tbeii' lengUi or 
tbeir merit. The minkterial print* med for Cwo montha in the moit foal-nunithed 
Titapention of the poet — ^Ihe Moroiag Post sren announoed a mution in tbe Hunac of 
Lnrdii — "and all thia," Lord Bjron wrilo, "aa Bedieddin in tl» Arafaian NichM 
Tonarkt, for making a craato tart nith pepper ; how odd, that eight linea ihoold £■«« 
fpTen birth, I resll; think, to eight thounnd ! " The Regent, who thongbt than 
Uuora'i till tbeir repnblieation In " The Conair," laid he «ai " a^dtd ia Kiivii* 
rather than anger," bating ihown Lard Byron aome atrilitr on the appaan 
lirMtwoautoa of "Ohilde Harold." "I feel," wrote the Poet, "alildeeo 
u U llu RegsBi'i ngrtt; wosld Iw had basD only angr;."] 



t eampuMliiMB^H 



OCCASIONAL P1KCB3. 



THE CHAIN I GATE. 



Thb chain I gave was fair to view. 
The lute I added sweet iu sound ; 

The heart that offer'd botii was true, 
And ill deserved the fate it found, 

TbeM gifts were charm'd by secret apell, 
Th; truth in absence to divine ; 

And they have done their duty well, — 
AJas ! they could not teach thee thine. 

That chain was firm in every link. 
But not to bear a stranger's touch ; 

Tliat lute was sweet — till thou couldst think 
In other hands its notes vcre such. 

Let him who from thy neck unbound 
The chain which ehiver'd in his grasp. 

Who saw that lute refuse to sound, 
BeBtnng the chords, renew the clasp. 

When thoa wert changed, they alter'd too; 

The chain is broke, the music mute, 
"fis past — to them and thee adieu — 
False heart, frail chain, and silent lute. 



Absent or present, still to thee. 

My friend, what magic spells belong I 

A^ all can lell, who share, like me, 
In turn thy converse,' and thy song, 

1 joa enter hii 



Bot vben the dnsdcd hoar ihaO ease 
Bjr Frinidship era- deeao'd too ni^ 

And " HcMokT " o'er her Droid'v tonb 
Shall weep tfamt aught of thee mi £e. 

How fbndlj will die then np^ 
Hi; homage ofler'd at ia shrioc^ 

And blend, while ages roll awaj, 
ffgr nune immortally with tJUMe / 



ADDBESS, SPOKEN AT THE OFEKINO OF DBUHT-1 
THEATBE, SATUBDAY, OCTOBEB 10, IBli' 

In one dread night our city san, and a^'d, 
Bow'd to tlie dust, the Drama's tower of pride; 
In one short boor beheld the blazing fane, 
Apollo sink, and Sholispeare cease to reign. 

Ye who beheld, (oh ! sight admired and moam'd. 
Whose radiance mock'd the rain it adorn'd I) 
Through clouds of fire the maasj fragments riven. 
Like Ifrael's pillar, chase the night from heaven ; 
Saw the long column of revolving flames 
Shake its red shadow o'er the startled Thames,* 
While thousands, throng'd around the bomLng dom^ 
Shriknk back appall'd, and trembled for their home, 

libnrjr — you of jonnelf bj, thia ii not the direllin); of > fKiniooa miad. Thcrt b mt 
ft Kem, k coin, ■ book thnini ude od hii chimney -pisse, hii >o(k, hia tiiUe, l^M iatm 
Dot beipetk ui klmgat bnidiani elegsDoe in the poeKaor." — S. Diary, 1813.} 

' [Tb< theatre ia Drorr lAoe. whkli wu opened, m IT47, vith Dr. Jotuuno'i 
martarlj addrm, ud witnened tlie glorka uFOurick, wa> r«bui!t in ITul. Theurs 
building periabcd by fire id 1 K 11 ; vid the nuiugen, aniioua thu the pre«sit edifin- 
■bould be opvsed vilb lome aompoutioii of equnl meiit, ioTited ■ gvun! rampctiliaB, 
Bounn of addieiH*, run oiw tolerable, showered un their d«k, sod the; ve» ia 
dcapair till Lutd HoUnod pnrniled OD Lord Bjron la vrite them TEne* -"M thafuk." 
M be »id, " ofnSeDding ■ hDndrrd afribbienaod a dinceming public" The adounhla 
' ■ tfiijril of the Heeen. Smith irill long proarve the memory of the *' S«ject«d 



A 



1811.] OCOAaiONAL PIECES. SU 

As glared the volumed blaze, and ghastly shone 
The skies, with lightnings awful as their own. 
Till blackening aahea and tlie lonely wall 
Usurp'd the Muse's realm, and mark'd her fall ; 
Say — shall this new, nor less aspiring pile, 
Rear'd where once rose tiie miglitieat in our isle. 
Know the same favour which the former knew, 
A shrine for Shakspeare — worthy him and jfOu f 

Yes — it shall he — the magic of that name 
Defies the scythe of time, the torch of flame; 
On the same spot still consecrates the scene. 
And bids the Drama be where she hath been : 
This fabric's birtJi attests the pot«nt spell — 
Indulge our honest pride, and say. How well! 

As soars tliis fane to emulate tlie last, 
Oh ! might we draw our omens from the past. 
Some hour propitious to our prayers may boast 
Names such as hallow still the dome we lost. 
On Drury first your Sidtlons' thrilling art 
O'erwhelm'd the gentlest, storm'd the sternest heart. 
On Drury, Garrick'a latest laurels grew; 
Here your last tears retiring Boscius drew, 
Sigh'd his last thanks, and wept his last adieu : 
But still for living wit the wreaths may bloom. 
That only waste their odours o'er the tomb. 
Such Drury claim'd and claims — nor you refuse 
One tribute to revive his slumbering muse ; 
^Vith garlands deck your own Menander's head. 
Nor hoard your honours idly for the dead. 
Dear are the days which made our annaU bright. 
Ere Garrick fled, or Briiisley' ceased to write. 

' [0riginall7, " Bra Ouricfc dUd," ke. — ^"Bj the by, out of mj correoliunB in diu 
aopy Knt jMtenUj hu dived into tfae Wthot wme uxtj blhom — 
When Quiiek died, lod BriD>]ej ceued to write. 
Ceuingbi TtM u ■ mndi more Kriona coDCCTn, uitl Dqght ant lo be fint. S«eoiiil Ibongfata 
in eicrjthing tie best : but, in ibTme, third utd fourtb duo't oame amin. 1 kliraya 
•cnir] in thii «■;, ud ■month M bit u I can, but neivr nnSideiitJj ; ud, Ucterlf. 
I on waie n Dino-line nuu> fitAar tbau ■ Pun|i]et, tir which meuurc I hare not the 
larntd.' I had nem tried f penwr'i mcuure, ud 
-Lord Blfran to lord lloilainl.] 



OCOASIOHAL PIECES. 

Heirs to their labours, like all higli-bom heirs. 
Vain of our ancestry aa they of tkeirt ; 
"While thus Remeoibrance borrows Banquo'a glass 
To claim the sceptred shadows as they pass. 
And we the mirror hold, where imaged shlue 
Immortal names, emblazon'd on our line. 
Pause — ere their feebler offspring you condemn. 
Reflect how hard the task to rival them ! 

Friends of the stage ! to whom both Players and Plnym 
Must sue atiie for pardon or for praise. 
Whose judging voice and eye alone direct 
The boundless power to cherish or reject; 
If e'er frivolity has led to fame, 
And made us blush that you forbore to blame ; 
If e'er the sinking stage could condescend 
To soothe the sickly taste it dare not mend. 
All past reproach may present scenes refute, 
And rensure, wisely loud, be justly mute I * 
Oh 1 since your fiat stamps the Drama's laws, 
Forbear to mock us with misplaced applause ; 
So pnde shall doubly nerve the actor's powers, 
And reason's voice be echo'd back by ours I 



This greeting o'er, the ancient rule obey'd. 
The Drama's homage by her herald paid, 
Receive ovr welcome too, whose every tone 
Springs from our hearts, and fain would win your own. 

' [The following linea were omitted bj the Committee— 

" Nay, lower still, the Dnmii yet deplorei 
Thit Iftte Bhi Jeign'il to cnwl upon Kll-foun. 
Whfti Richard rrara in Boewortfa for > hone, 
If jrou conimand, the Bteed muM tntne in course, 
If yna ilecrct. the atage innat cuDdeuead 
To soothe the aicklj taMe we dare not mend. 
BUme not our judgment should we aequicMC, 
And gmtifj you more by showing 1ms. 
The past reproach let present seenes refute, 
Nor shift from Dian to talie, from babe to briite." 

" la VhilbrcBd." said Lord Byron, " determined ia castrate all my eoKiiry liiwa T 
to iniplotcfor my own ^ratilicatioD, one laah on those Mcuned quadrupeds — 'k loog 
Dt, Sit Ludoi, if you lore mg,' "] 



OCCASIONAL riKCBa. 

Tlie curtain rises — may out stage unfold 
Scenes not unworthy Drury's days of old ! 
firitous our judges, Nature for our guide, 
Still may we please — long, long may yoa presidii. 



PARENTHETIOAL ADDRESa* 



" When energising objects men pursue," 

Then Lord knows what is writ by Lord knows who, 

" A modest monologue you here survej," 

Uiss'il from the theatre the "otlier day," 

As if Sir Fretful wrote " the slumberous " verse. 

And gave his son " the rubbish " to rehearse. 

" Yet at the thing you'd never be amazed," 

ICuew you the rumpus which the author raised; 

" Nor even here your smiles would be represt," 

Knew you these lines — the badness of the best, 

"Flame! firel and flume 1" (words borrowed from Lucretius.) 

" Dread metaphors which open wounds " like issues I 

"And sleeping pangs awake — ami — but away " 

{Confound me if 1 know what next to say), 

" Lo Hope reviving re-expaiids her wings," 

And Master G — recites what Dr. Busby sings ! — 

" If mighty things with small we may compare," 

(Tj'auslaled from the grammar for tlie fair I) 

Dramatic " spirit drives a conquering car," 

And bura'd poor Moscow like a tub of " tar." 

"This spirit Wellington has shown in Spain," 

To furnist melodrame-' for Drury Lane. 

* [Among the ftililremoe lent in (o Uit Drurj Line CommiUee vu one bj Dr. Uiulif, 
jititled "A Mnooiiigue,' al «lui:Ii the kbove ii a purodj. It brgui u falluvi .— 
' ' Whm energising objefte mm pnnne, 
What are llic prodigres th<fj aknnot do t 
A uiBgie edifice you hum surTait, 
^h'>l frpni Ihe ruina of the mb-tr dny, ftc") 



OCCASIONAL PIECE. 

" Another Marlborongh points to Blenheim's slorr," 
And George and I will dramatise it for je. 

" In arts and sciences our isle hath ahone " 
(This deep discovery is mine alone). 
" Oh British poesy, whose jjowers inspire " 
My verse — or I'm a fool — and Fame's a liar, 
"Thee we invoke, your sister arts implore" 
With "smiles," and "lyres," and "pencils/' and mucli morel 
These, if we win tiie Graces, too, wc gain 
Ditgraces, too I " inseparable train I " 
" Three who have stolen their witcliing airs from Capid " 
(You all know wliat I mean, unless you're stupid) : 
" Harmonious throng " that I have kept in petlo 
Now to produce in a " divine teaktlo" \ ! 
" \Vhile Poesy," with these delightful doxies, 
" Sustams her part " in all the " upper " boxes I 
" Thus lifted gloriously, you'll soar along," 
Borne in the vast balloon of Busby's song ; 
" Shine in your farce, masque, scenery, and play" 
(For tliis last line George had a holiday). 
" Old Drury never, never soar'd bo liigh," 
So says the manager, and so say I. 
" But hold, you say, this self-complacent boast;" 
Is this the poem which the public lost ? 
" True — true — that lowers at once our mounting pride j ** 
But lo ; — the papers print what you deride. 
" 'Tis ours to look on you — you hold the prize," 
Tia ticenti/ gu'meai, as they advertise ! 
" A double blessing your rewards impart " — 
1 wish I had them, then, with all my heart 
" Our twofold feeling owns its twofold cause," 
Why son and I both beg fur your applause. 
" When in your fostering beams you bid us live," 
My next subscripliou list shall suy how much you give I 

(ktolitr, 18IS. 



OOOASIONAL PIECBS. 



VEBSE3 rOUND IN A SDMMEIt-HOUSE AT HALE3-0WEN' 

When Drjden's fool, " uotiiowing what he sought," 

His hours in whislliug spetit, " for waut of thought,"' 

Tius guiltless oaf his vacancj of sense 

Supplied, and amply too, by innocence: 

Did modern swains, possess'd of Cymon's powers. 

In Cymon's manner waste their leisure hours. 

Til' offended guests would not, with blualiing, see 

These fair green walks disgraced by infamy. 

Severe the l'at« of modem fools, alas I 

When vice and folly mark them as they pass. 

Like noxious reptiles o'er the whitea'd wall, 

Tlie filth they leave still points out where they crawl. 



REMEMBER THEE! REMEMBER THEE! 

Kehehber thee I remember thee t 

Till Lethe quench life's burning stream 

Bemorse and shame shall cling to thee. 
And haunt thee like a feverish dream I 



Bemember thee ! Ay, doubt it not. 

Thy husband too shall think of thee ; 
By neither shatt thou be forgot, 

Thou/alie to him, thoa^^nd to nie 1 ' 

■ la WuiriskililTe. 

' Bm CVuiga uid IphigeaiK. 

■ [On the esuUioD of ■ tompaniy UtUtim toTmsd bj Lord Bjron dnrmg Mi LoDdoii 
MHier, the fur one nlled one momiiig st iar qoondun kntt't KpuUneiitA. Uu 
Lordiliip WM frain home ; bnt finding VatAii on tba Uiile, the Udj vrute in the lint 
page of the Tolniae the Torde 'Bemember me I' BTTon immedistelj wrote under the 
jminotu wemuig these two >tajuu. — HiniriB.] 
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TO TJMK 



Tms! aa'mhoK aiintzarr ving 
TlK rming hour, muk flag or fly. 

Whose tardj winter, fleeting rpnn^ 
But dng or drire ns on to 



Hail thoo ! who on mr biith bestowed 
Those boons to all that know thee knovm ; 

Yet better I rastain thr load. 
For now I bear the weight alone. 

I would not one fond heart should share 
The bitter moments thou hast giTen ; 

And pardon thee, since thou couldst spare 
All that I loTed, to peace or hearen. 

To them be jo j or rest, on me 
Thj future iUs shall press in vain ; 

I nothing owe but years to thee, 
A debt already paid in pain. 

Yet even that pain was some relief 
It felt, but still forgot thy power \ 

The active agony of grief 

Betards, but never counts the hour. 

In joy I've sighed to think thy flight 
Would soon subside from swift to slow ; 

Thy cloud could overcast the light. 
But could not add a night to woe ; 

For then, however drear and dark. 

My soul was suited to thy sky ; 
One star alone shot forth a spark 

To prove thee — not Eternity. 

Thut beam hath sunk, and now thou art 
A blank; a thing to count and curse. 

Through each dull tedious trifling part, 
Which all regret, yet all rehearse. 
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One scene even thou canst not deform , 
The limit of thy slotli or speed 

When future wanderers bear the storm 
Which we shall sleep too sound to heed. 

And T can smile to think how weak 
Thine eiforts shortly shall be shown. 

When all the vengeance thou canst wreak 
Must fall upon — a nameless stone. 



rRANSLATION OF A ROMAIU LOVE SONG. 

Ah f Love was never jet without 
The pang, the agony, the doubt. 
Which rendfl my heart with ceaseless sigh, 
While day and night roll darkling by. 

Without one friend to hear my woe, 
I faint, I die beneath the blow. 
That Love had arrows, well I knew, 
Alas 1 I find them poison'd too. 

Birds, yet in freedom, shun the net 
Which Love around your haunts hath set ; 
Or, circled by his fatal fire. 
Your hearts shall burn, yoar hopes expire. 

A bird of free and careless ning 
Was I, through many a smiling spring; 
But caught within the subtle snare, 
I bum, and feebly flutter there. 



Who ne'er have loved, and loved in rain. 
Can neither feel nor pity pain. 
The cold repulse, the look askance. 
The lightoing of Love's angry gtanoe. 



OCCASIONAL PIECES. 

In flattering dreams I deein'd thee miue ; 
Now hope, and he who hojied, decline; 
Like meltiiig wax, or withering flower, 
I feel my passion, and thy power. 

My light of life I ah, tell me why 
That pouting lip, and alter'd eye ? 
My bird of love ! my beauteous mate I 
And art thou changed, and canst thou liate? 

Mine eyea like wintry streams o'erflow : 
"What wretch with me would barter woe ? 
My bird 1 relent : one note could give 
A charm to bid thy lover live. 

My curdhng blood, my madd'ning brain, 
In silent anguish I sustain ; 
And still thy heart, nithout partaking 
One pang, exults — nhile mine is breaking. 

Pour me the poison ; fear not thou t 
Thou canst not murder more thiin now ; 
I've lived to curse my natal day. 
And Love, that thus can lingering slay. 

My wounded aoul, my bleeding breast. 
Can paticuce preach thee into restP 
Alas I too late, I dearly know 
That joy is harbinger of woe. 



THOU ART NOT FALSE, BUT THOU ART FICKLE. 

Thou art not false, but thou art fickle. 

To those thyself so fondly sought ; 
The tears that thou hast forced to trickle 

Are doubly bitter from (hat thought ; 
'Tis this which breaks the heart thou grievest. 
Too well thou lov'at — too soon thou k-uvest. 
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The wliolly false the heart despises, ^H 
And »purus decdvcr niid dt^t ; ^^H 

But she who not a tliought disguises, ^^M 
Whose love is as sincere aa sweet, — ^^| 

Wlieu she caii cliange whu loved so truly, ^^^| 

It feels what mine has felt so newlf. ^^M 

To dream of joy and wake to sorrow ^^^| 
Is doom'd to all who love or live ; ^H 

And if, when conscious on tiie morrow, ^^| 
We scarce our fancy can forgive, ^^H 

That cheated us in slumber only, ^^M 

To leave tlie waking soul more lonely, ^^| 

~What must they feel whom no false vision ^^| 
But truest., teiidereat passion warm'd ? ^^M 

Sincere, but swift in sad transition : ^^^| 
As if a dream alone had chanu'd P ^^H 

Ah I sure such grief is faiic/s scheming, ^^M 

And all thy change can be but dreaming ! ^^M 


ON BEING ABKED WHAT WAS THE "ORIGIN OF LOVE." ^H 

The " Origin of Love ! "—Ah, why ^M 
That ciuel question usk of mc, ^^^ 

When thou mayst read in many an eye ^^H 
He starts to life on seemg thee ? ^^M 

And sbouldsl Ihou seek his end to know : ^^H 
My heart forebodes, my fears foresi-e, ^^^| 

He'll linger long in silent woe ; ^^H 
But live— until I cease to be. ^^H 



OCCAKOHAL PIECBS. 



HIM, WHOM PASSION'S POWER, 



Beweubeh. bim, whom passion's power 
Severely, deeply, vainly proved ; 

Eemember tUou that dangerous hour. 

When neither fell, though both were loved. 

That yielding breast, that melting eye. 
Too much invited to be bless'd : 

That gentle prayeij that pleading eigb. 
The wilder wish reproved, repress'd. 

Oh t let me feel that all I lost 

But saved thee all that conscience fearg; 
And blosh for every pang it cost 

To spare the vain remorse of years. 

Yet think of this when many a tongue. 
Whose busy accents whisper blame, 

Would do the heart that loved tlite wrung. 
And brand a nearly blighted name. 

Think that, whate'er to others, thou 

Hast seen each selfish thought subdued : 

I bless thy purer soul even now. 
Even now, in midnight solitude. 

Oh, God ! that we li.iil met in time. 
Our hearts as fond, thy band mure free; 

When thou hadst loved without b crime, 
And I been less unworthy thee I 

For may thy days, as heretofore. 
From tbis our gaudy world be post I 

And that too bitler moment o'er. 
Oh t may such trial be Ihy lust. 
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This heart, alas ! perverted long. 
Itself deatro/d might there destroy; 

To meet thee in the glittering throng, 
Would wake Presumption's hope of joy. 

Then to the things whoae bliss or woe. 
Like mine, is wild and worthless all. 

That world resign — such scenes forego. 
Where those who feel must surely fall. 

Thy youth, thy charms, tlij tenderness, 
Thy soul from long seclusion pure; 

From what even here hath pass'd, may guess 
What there thy bosom must enduce. 

Oh ! pardon that imploring tear. 
Since not by Virtue shed in vain, 

My freuzy drew from eyes so dear ; 
For me they shall not weep again. 

Tiiougli long and mournful must it be. 
The thought that we no more may meet ; 

Yet I deserve the stern decree. 

And almost deem the sentence sweet. 

Still, had 1 loved thee less, iny heart 
Had then less sacrificed to thine; 

It felt not half so much to part 
As if its guilt had made thee mine. 



ON LORD THDELOW'S POEMS.' 

When Tliurlow this dauiu'd Tiouscnse sent-, 

(I hope I am not violent) 

Nir men nor gods knew what he meant. 

' [One cigning, in 1S13, LorJ Bjnn and Mnnra <rsn! Hdlcaling a rolqruo orpoFlr;, 
biob tliBj ehauoiHl to tike up «t the boius of Ragvn. While tlunr h«t wu palliiktiug 
Milla tail pumtiug oat beautiea, their mirtli rvmirod a ftob impnln t^ the itiwgvcrjr 
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And since not even our Eoger*a pnuse 
To common sense his tiionglits could rai 
Why KoM they let him print his lays ? 



To me, divine Apollo, grant — I 
Hennilda'a first and second canto, 
I'm fitting up a new portmanteau ; 

And thus to fumish decent lining. 

My own and otliera' bays I'm twining,— 

80, gentle Thuilow, throw me thine in. 



TO LORD THOHLOW. 

"I Iny m; bmncli of laurel doum, 
Then tbui to fDrm ApoUn'i croirn, 
LM erery other bring bia oira." 

LBrd Thurloiifi lisa la Mr. SDff 

"flay my branch of laurel down." 

Taou " lay thy branch of laurel down 1 " 

Why, wiiat thou'st stole is not enow; 
And, were it lawfully thine own. 

Does Sogers want it most, or tliou P 
Keep to thyself thy wither'd bough. 

Or send it back to Doctor Donne : 
"Were justice done to both, I trow. 

He'd have but little, and thou — none. 

oft pieet is vbicb tbe aatbor bad londl; rang the pnisei or RnKen himwlf. 
npaoing line of Uie poem." njs Moore, " vu, 'Wlim Kngen n'er thia Ul»iir bcatj^ 
>ud Lord fifTon onOertook (0 rend it aloud ; — bat be luand il iin|ianiblp to get TijwJ 
tbe Gnt two worda. Out Uughlfr had nnw increoKd to Bu;1t n pit^ that notUaf 
ooiild Ratrain it. Tto or three time* be 1>cgan ; but no •amec hwl the worda ' WIks 
Rogen' passed bia lipa, than our G( bunt forth afreih, — ttU erea Mr. Bogenhimaatf 
fuond it Inponibli! not to join db. A day or two after, Lord Bjm aeiil ma tb« 
(blluiring : — 'Jtj tax iiaoie, 'When Bogen'mut Dot aes tbe euoloacd, wUA I mm 
L bt Jour perusal." 'J ' 



(KKASTONAL PIECES. 
" Then thus to form Apollon crouiH." 
A crown I why, twist it how joii will. 
Thy cliaplet must be foolscap still. 
When next you visit Delphi's town, 

Enquire nmongst your fellow- lodgers. 
They'll tell you Phahus g;ive his crown. 
Some years before your birth, to Rogers. 

" Let every other bring hh oten." 
Wiien coals to Newcastle are carried. 

And owls seiit to ACliena, as wonders. 
From his spouse when Lhe Regent's miiniirrieil. 

Or Liverpool weeps o'er his blouders; 
When Tories and Whigs cease to quarrel 

When Casllereagh's wife lias an heir, 
Tlien Rogers shall ask ua for laurel. 

And thou shalt have plenty to spare. 



TO THOMAS MOORE. 



Oa you, who in all names can tickle the town, 
Anacreon, Tom Little, Tom Muore, or Tom Brown,— 
For hang me if I know of wbicli you may most brag. 
Your Quarto two-pounds, or ywur Two-penny Post Bag; 



But now to my letter — to ^ourt 'tis an answer — ■ 
To-morrow be with me, as soon as you can, sir. 
All ready and dress'd for proceeiling to spunge on 
{.\ccording to compact) the wit in the dungeon — 
Fray FhiBbua at leiigtii our political malice 
May not get us lodj^itigs within the same palace I 
I suppose that to-nigbt you're engaged with some codgers, 
And for Sotheb/a Blues have dcaerted Sam Rogers ; 



OUCASIUNAL PIECES. 

And I, thougli witii cold I have nearly my deatli got, 
Musi put on my Ijreeches, and wait on tlie Heathcote ; 
But to-morrow, at four, we will both play the Scurra, 
And you'll be Catullus, the Regent Mamurra." 

[Pint publiHhMl in ISS0.].1 



IMPROMPTU, IN BEPLT TO A FRIEND. 

When, from the heart where Sorrow sits. 

Her dusky shadow mounts too high. 
And o'er the changiTig aspect flits. 

And clouds the brow, or fills the eye; 
Heed not that gloom, which soon shall sink: 

My thouglita their dungeon know too well; 
Back to ray breast the wanderers shrink. 

And droop within tlieir silent cell.' 

StptonAer, ISIS, 



SONNET, TO QENEVEA. 

fuiNB eyes' blue tenderness, thy long fair liaJr, 
And the warm lustre of thy features — caught 
From contemplation — where serenely wrought. 

Seems Sorrow's softness cliarm'd from its despair — 

Have thrown such speaking sadness in thine air, 
That^ — hut I know thy blessed bosom fraught 
With mines of unalloy'd and stainless thought— 

1 should have dcem'd thee doom'd to earthly care. 

Willi such an aspect, by his colours blent, 
When from his beanty-brcathing pencil born, 

■ [Th« md«r vhoiriiiliei to auderstond tbefoll foFceof ttuBMatid&lDQa ii 
referred to Murctiu'i noM dq i eelebnted poeffl of Catulloa, eutitlrd /■ Ccm 
I conniUng, In foci, of aangelj aoantin] >biue of tba &Toarile M 

" Quia hoc poteM videre T ignii poteit p> 

Nui impudioiu et Tonu ot bellua t 

M&marnvra habere quod oamaU Gallia 

Babelnt aoctum, et aitinm Bntuuia I " 
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(Except that ii<nt hnst nothing to repent] 

The Mngdaleii of Guido saw the morn — 
Such seein'st thou — but how much more excellent ! 

With nought Remorse can cluim — nor Virtue acorn. 

Df confer ir. 1813." 



SONNET. TO THE SAME. 



Thy cheek is pale with thought, but not from woe. 
And jet so lovely, that if Mirth could Bush 
Its rose of whiteness with the brightest blush. 

My heart would wish away that ruder glow : 

And dazzle not thy deep-blue eyes — but, oh ! 
While gazing on them sterner eyes will gush. 
And into mine my mother's weakness rush. 

Soft as the last drops round heaven's airy bow, 

For, through thy long dark lashes low depeuding. 
The soul of melancholy Gentleuess 

Gleams like a seraph from the sky descending. 
Above all pain, yet pitying all diatrcss; 

At once such majesty nith sweetness blending, 
I worship more, but cannot love thee less. 

DttxiRier 17, 181& 

FEOM THE POETUGUESE. 



In moments to delight devoted, 

" My life !" with tenderest lone, yon Clj; 
Dear words I on wliich my heart liad doted, 

If youth could neither fade nor die. 

To death even hours like these must roll, 
Ah I then repeat those accents never ; 

Or change "my Hfel" inlo "my soul!" 
Which, like my love, exists for ever. 



lierore, uid that wu 



ilisn, aail wrote tira nnueU. I neicr wrote bni 
ol in eaineit, and taaaj years ago. ai an cicraiBc. 
Thej ue the moat poling, petrifjTiiij, ilgpiJIj fi 
B. Diary. ISIX] 
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You oil me still jour i^e. — Oh ! chmnge the 
Life is as transient as the inconstant sish : 

Saj rather Vm joor sool ; more just that name. 
For, like the sonl, mj lore can nerer die. 



THE DEVIL'S DBIYS. 



The Deril letmn'd to heD bj two. 

And be sta/d at home till fi^e; 
When he dined on some homicides done in ra^oiU^ 

And a rebel or so in an IrUi stew. 
And sansages made of a self-slain Jew — 
And bethought himself what next to do, 

"And," quoth he, "Til take a drive. 
I walked in the morning, TU ride to-night; 
In darkness my children take most delight^ 

And m see how my favourites thrive. 

''And what shall I ride in?'' quoth Lucifer then — 

'' If I followed my ta^te, indeed, 
I should mount in a waggon of wounded men. 

And smile to see them bleed. 
But these will be fumish'd again and again. 

And at present my purpose is speed; 
To see my manor as much as I may. 
And watch that no souls shall be poach'd away. 

'' I have a state-coach at Carlton House, 

A chariot in Seymour Place ; 
But they're lent to two friends, who make me amendfl|p 

By driving ray favourite pace : 

* f**I h&Tc lately written a wild, ramblinj?, unfinished rhapsody, called *Th« 
Dcvil'i Drire,* the notion of which I Ux.k from Porson'a ' Deril's Walk.*"— A /Kory, 
1818. ** Thongh with a go<Kl deal of vigour and imagination, it is," says Mooi^ ** for 
the most part rather clumsily executed, wanting the point and condeosatioii of thot 
cleTer Terses of Coleridge and Southey, which Lord Byron, adopting a notion Uxm 
preTalent, hM attributed to Porson.] 
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And they handle their reins with sueh a gmce, 
I hove something for both at the end of their race. 

" So now for the earth to take my chance :" 

Tlien np to the earth sprung he; 
Aiid making a jump from Moscow to rranco, 

He stepp'd across the sea. 
And rested his hoof oa a turnpike road, 
No very great way from a bishop's abode. 

But first as he flew, I forgot to say. 
That he hovcr'd a moment upon his way. 

To look upon Leipsic plain; 
AntI so sweet to his eye was its sulphury glare, 
And so soft to hia ear was the cry of despair 

That he perch'd on a mountain of slain; 
And he gazed with delight fnim its growing height. 
Nor often oa earth had he seeu such a sight. 

Nor his work done half as well: 
For the field ran so red with the blood of the dead. 

That it blush'd like the waves of hell I 
Tlien loudly, and wildly, and long laugh'd he: 
" Methinks tliey have here little need of me !" 



But the softest note that sooth'd his ear 

Was the sound of a widow sighing; 
And the sweetest sight was the icy tear. 
Which horror froze in the blue eye clear 

Of a maid by her lover lying — 
As round her fell her long fair hair; 
And she look'd to heaven with that frenzied tii. 
Which seem'd to ask if a God were there! 
And, stretch'd by the wall of a ruin'd hul. 
With its LoUow cheek, and eyes half shut, 

A child of famine dying : 
And the carnage begun, when resistance is dona. 

And the fall of the vainly flying I 
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But the Devil has reachM our cliffs so white. 

And what did he there, I praj ? 
If his eyes were good, he but saw by night 

What we see every day : 
But he made a tour, and kept a journal 
Of all the wondrous sights nocturnal. 
And he sold it in shares to the Men of the Bow, 
Who bid pretty well — but they cheated him, thoo^ I 

The Devil first saw, as he thought, the Mail, 

Its coachman and his coat; 
So instead of a pistol he cockM his tail. 

And seized him by the throat : 
*' Aha V quoth he, '' what have we here P 
"Es a new barouche, and an ancient peer ?'' 



So he sat him on his box again. 

And bade him have no fear. 
But be true to his club, and stanch to his rein. 

His brothel, and his beer ; 
*' Next to seeing a lord at the council board, 

I would rather see him here/' 



The Devil gat next to Westminster, 

And he tum'd to " the room'* of the Commons; 

But he heard, as he purposed to enter in there. 
That "the Lords'* had received a summons; 

And he thought, as a "quondam aristocrat,'' 

He might peep at the peers, though to hear them were flat ; 

And he walk'd up the house so like one of our own. 

That they say that he stood pretty near the throne. 

He saw the Lord Liverpool seemingly wise. 

The Lord Westmoreland certainly silly. 
And Johnny of Norfolk — a man of some siz 

And Chatham, so like his friend Billy ; 
And he saw the tears in Lord Eldon's eyes. 

Because the Catholics would not rise. 

In spite of his prayers and liis prophecies; 
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And lie heard — which set Satan liimself a-staring — 
A certain chief Justice say something like tmeariitff. 
And the Devil was shock'd — and quoth he, " I moat go, 
Tor I find we have much better maimers below : 
If thus he harangues when he passes mj border, 
I shall liint to friend Moloch to call him to order." 



WINDSOR POETICS. 



■ ooroponed on the occuion of Hu RdjU Highness the Tiimx B«g«it being mtm 
itui^iDg between the ooffins or Heai7 VUI. uiA Ch&rlea L, in the royiJ ranlt 
KtWindiKr. 

Pahed for coDt«mptuous breach of sacred ties. 
By headless Charles sec heartless Henry lies ; 
Between them stands another sceptred thing — 
It moves, it rcigus — in all but name, a king : 

Charles to his people, Henry to his wife, 

— In him the double tyrant starts to life : 

Justice and death have mii.'d their dust in vain, 

Each royal vampire wakes to life again. 

Ah, what can tombs avail I — since these disgoi^ 

The blood and dust of both — to mould a George.* 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC* 



1 SPEAK not, I trace not, I breathe not thy name. 
There is grief in the sound, there is guilt in the fame ; 
But the tear which now bums on my check may impart 
The deep thoughts that dwell in that silence of heart. 

* ["I caauot enDMiTe hovtfae FauZt hugotsbont ; bntaeitis. tt is loo /hrmiehe i 
bnt truth to tij, mj iolliea it aotvetj plijfiV— Lord B. to Mr. Moore, M^rch 13, 
ISH.] 

' ["Thou bsat uked me fori song, tad I encloeeToa xn eiperiment, wLichhiu cost 
me something more tbui trouble, snd is, thenrnrc, less likelj to be worth joar taktui 
an; in jronr proposed setting. Now, if it be so, ihtorilinto tlwfirewithuntpAniM." — 
Lunt B. to Mr. Moon, Msj 10, 1314.] 



OCC^IONAL FIECKS. 

Too brief for our passion, too long for onr peace. 
Were those hours — caa their joy or their bitterness cease? J 
We re))eDt, we abjure, we will break from our cliaij), — 
We will part, we will % to — unite it again I 

Oh I thine be the gladness, and mine be the guilt t 
Forgive me, adored one ! — forsake, if thou wilt ; — 
But the heart which is thine shall expire undebased 
And tnait shall not break it — whatever (ii)U mnyst. 

And stern to the haughty, but humble to thee. 

This soul, in its bitterest blackness, shall be : 

And our days seem as swift, and our moments more sweet, I 

With thee by my side, than with worlds at our feet. 

One Bigh of thy sorrow, one look of thy love. 
Shall turn me or fix, shall reward or reprove; 
And the heartless may wonder at all I resign — 
Thy bp shall reply, not to them, but to mine. 



ADDRESS INTENDED TO BE RECrTED AT THE 
CALEDONIAN MEETING. 

Who hath not giow'd above the page where fame 
Hath fii'd high Caledon's uncoiiquer'd name ; 
The mountain-land which spurn'd the Boman chain. 
And baffled back the fiery-crested Dane, 
Whose bright claymore and hardihood of band 
No foe could tame — no tyrant could command ? 
That race ia gone — hut still their children breathe. 
And glory crowns them with redoubled wreath : 
O'er Gael and Saion mingling banners shine. 
And, England ! add their stubborn strcugth to thine. 
The hlood which flowed with Wallace flows as free, 
But now 'tis only shed for fame and thee I 
Oil t pass not by the northern veteran's claim. 
But giTc support — the world hath given him fame ! 



OCCAStUNAL PIBCKS. 

The humbler ranks, the lowly brave, who bled 
WTiile cheerly following where the mighty led— 
Who sleep beneath the undistiiiguish'd sod 
Where happier comrades in their triumph trod. 
To us bequeath — 'tis alt their fate allows — 
The sireless offspring and the lonely spouse : 
She on high Albyn's dusky hills may raise 
The tearful eye in melancholy gaze. 
Or view, while shadowy auguries disclose 
The }Iighland Seer's anticipated woes. 
The bleeding phantom of each martial form 
Dim in the cloud, or darkling in the storm ; 
While sad, she chants the solitary song. 
The soft lament for hira who tarries long — 
For him, whose distant relics vainly crave 
The Coronach's wild requiem to the brave ! 

'Tis Heaven — not man — must charm away the woe. 

Which bursts when Nature's feelings newly Bow ; 

Yet tenderness and time may rob the tear 

Of half its bitterness for one so dear ; 

A nation's gratitude perchance may spread 

A thomless pillow for the widow'd head ; 

May lighten well her heart's mntemal care, 

And wean from penury the soldier's heir. 



FBAGMEIJT OF AN EPISTLE TO THOMAS MOORE. 

" What say // " — not a syllable further in prose ; 

I'm your man " of all measures," dear Tom, — so, here goes ! 

Here goes, for a swim on the stream of old Time, 

On those buoyant supporters, the bladders of rhyme. 

If our weight breaks them down, and we sink in the flood. 

We are sniotlier'd, at least, in respectable mud, 

Where the Divers of Baihos lie drown'd in a heap. 

And Southey's last Piean has pillow'd his sleep; — 

That " Felo de se," who, half drunk with his malmsey, 

Walk'd out of his depth and was lost in a calm sea. 



OCCASIONAL PIECKS. 

Singing "Glory to God " in a spick and span stanza, 
Tbe like (since Tom St^emliold was clioked) never man i 
The papers have told you, no doubt, of tlie fusses, 
Tlie fStea, and tlie gapings to get at these Busses,' 
Of his Majesty's suite, up from coaclunan to Hetnian, 
And what dignity dccka the flat face of the great man. 
I saw him, last week, at two balls and a party, — 
For a prince, his demeanour was rather too hearty. 
You know, we are used to quite different graces, 



The Czar's look, I own, was much brighter and brisker, 

})ut then he is sadly deficient in whisker; 

Aud wore but a starless blue coat, and in kersey- 

-mere breeches whisk'd round, in a waltz with the Jers^f 

Who, lovely as ever, seein'd just as delighted 

Witli Majesty's presence as those she invited. 



CONDOLATORY ADDRESS TO SABAH, COUNTESS OF | 
JEB8EY, 



When the vain triumph of the imperial lord, 
Whom servile Rome obey'd, aud yet abhorr'd. 
Gave lo the vulgar gaze each glorious bust, 
Tliat left & likeness of the brave, or just ; 
What most admired each scrutinising eye 
Of all that deck'd that passing pageantry ? 

' [** nM nrwitttpen will tell jon ill that ij (o be told of emperon, kc The; ha«« 
dlaed, kad lapped, uid ihovn (Iwir flkl Tana in all tharonghbna, and mretsl — iTrrim 
Tlwir mnifonaa an varj beooiBiiiA bat nUiar ahnrt in Um akirta ; and tbtir eeantwm/ti^ 
b a oMaobum, fer vUotk aodlha anaw^ I nltr joa to thoie oho kara b«wd U.** — 
Lard B. M Mr. Heart, JoM 14, 18U.J 
■ ["TbaBawm^ara ban got hold (I know not ho* of tin Chodolatorj AJfc a aa »> 
* ' ar oa »• piNai«>abdiMliiiB I7 our Bc^di, and ban paUiibad 1h— ajifc 
" e tMt«, 01 iBqairiiig wbcAir or aa I ft 
>T BoBon about ii."— Afren Ltmrnrn.} 
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Wliat spread from face to face that woudering air P 
The thought of Brutus — for his was cot there I 
That absence proved his worth, — that absence fix'd 
His memory on the longing miiid, unmix'd 
And more decreed his glory to endure, 
Tliaii all a gold Colossus could secure. 

If thus, fair Jersey, our desiring gaze 
Search for thy form, in vain and mute amaze. 
Amidst those pictur'd charms, whose loveliness, 
Bright though they be, thine o»m had render'd lesa; 
If be, that vain old man, whom truth admits 
Heir of his father's crown, and of liis wits, 
U his corrupted eye, and wither'd heart. 
Could with thy gentle image bear depart; 
That tasteless shame be hit, and ours the grief. 
To gaze on Beauty's band without its chief: 
Tet comfort still one selGsh thought imparts. 
We lose the portrait, but preserve our hearta. 

What can his vaulted gallery now disclose F 
A garden with all flowers — except the rose;^ 
A fount that only wants its living stream ; 
A night, with every star, save Dian's beam. 
Lost to our eyes the present form shall be, 
That turn from tracing them to dream of thee; 
And more on that recall'd resemblance pause, 
Than all he thall not force on our applause. 

Long may thy yet meridian lustre sliine. 
With all that Virtue asks of Homage thine : 
The symmetry of youth, the grace of mien. 
The eye that gladdens, and the brow serene; 
The glossy darkness of that clustering hair, 
Which shades, yet shows that forehead more tlian fair I 
Each glance that wins us, and the Life that throws 
A spell which will not let our looks repose. 
But turn to gaze again, and find anew 
Some charm that well rewards another view. 
Tliese are not lessen'il, these are still as bright. 
Albeit too dazzling for a dotard's sight; 
And those must wait til! ev'ry charm is gone. 
To jtliase the pnltry heart that pleases none; — ■ 
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Thai dull cold sensualist, whose sickly e^e 
In enrious dimness pass'd th; portrait by ; 
Who rack'd his Little spirit to combine 
It« hate of ¥reeion{» loveliness, and tkime. 



TO BELSHAZZAB. 

BEiaHAZZAB I from the banquet turn. 

Nor in thy sensual fulness fall ; 
Behold ! while yet before thee burn 

The graven words, the glowing wall, 
Many a despot men miscall 

Crown'd and anointed from on high ; 
But thou, the weakest, worst of all — 

Is it not written, thou must die ? 

Go I dash the rosea from thy brow — 

Grey hairs but poorly wreathe witli them ; 
Youth's garlands misbecome thee now. 

More than thy very diadem, 
Where thou hast tarnish'd every gem : — 

Then throw the wortldess bauble by, 
Whicli, worn by thee, ev'n slaves contemn j 

And learn like better men to die I 



Oh ! early in tlie balance wejgh'd, 

And ever hght of word and worth. 
Whose soul expired ere youth deca/d. 

And left thee but a mass of eartli. 
To see thee moves the scorner's mirth : 

But tears in Hope's averted eye 
Lament that e^en thou hndst birth — 

Unfit to govern, live, or die. 
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ELEGIAC STANZAS ON THE DEATH OF SIR PETER 
PAItKER, BART.' 

Theke is a tear for all that die, 

A mourner o'er the hamblest grave ; 

Bat nations $well the funeral cry. 
And Triumph weepg atove the brave. 

Tor them is Sorrow's purest sigh 

O'er Ocean's heaving bosom sent : 
In vain their bones unburied He, 

All earth becomes their monument t 

A tomb is theirs on every page. 

An epitaph on every tongue i 
The present hours, the future age. 

For them bewail, to them belong. 

For them the voice of festal mirth 

Grows hush'd, tAeir name the only sound ; 

While deep Remembrance pours to Worth 
The goblet's tributary' round. 

A theme to crowds that knew them not, 

lamented by admiring foes, 
Who would not share their glorious lot ? 

Who would not die the death they chose P 

And, gallant Parlcer ! thus enshrined 

Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be; 
And early valour, glowing, find 

A model in thy memory. 

[Tbi( gillanl officer fell in An^roal, 1814, in hia tvcntr-ninCh rtar, wUliI 
njitiiiK on ibore • part; from hit abip at the Munnine of the Amerioan amp Dnr 
Jmore. Hs wh Lord Bjim'ii box MUiin ; but thej hud ogier met ainot 
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But there are breasts tliat bleed with thee 

In woe, that glorj cannot quell j 
And shuddering hear of victory, 

"Wliere one so dear, so dauntless, fell. 

"Where shall they turn to moum thee less P 
"When cease to hear thy cherish'd nameP 

Time cannot teach forgetful ness. 

While Grief's full heart is fed by Fame. 

Alas I for them, though not for thee. 
They cannot choose but weep the more; 

Deep for the dead the grief must be. 
Who ne'er gave cause to mourn before. 

Oetobtr, 1S14.] 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC 

" LftchiTmaram fons, tenera ncroi 
DuDditium ortuiex animo : qiuter 
Felix I in imn qui acatentem 
Factore te, pia Njmiiha, «ndt." 

Qait's Poemaia. 

Theeb's not a joy the world can give like that it takes away. 
When the glow of early thought declines in feeling's dull decay ; 
'Tis not on youth's smooth cheek the blush alone, which fades so faa 
But the tender bloom of heart is goDCj ere youth itself be past. 

Then the few whose spirits flout above the wreck of happiness 
Are driven o'er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excess : 
The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in vain 
'fhe shore to which their shlver'd sail shall never stretch again. 

' [TfasM TOTHa w«re ginn to Moore by Lord Bjroii for Mr. Paver of the Stoaa^l 
who pnbli«luid them, witb bcantifnl mnBic h; Sir John SteTeD»n.— >'I reel monT' 1 
enough," Lunl Oyron wrote, ■' to acrid jou a ami mng. An cTent, the death of peer 
Daraei, ud the reeulleetioD oT what I onoe felt, »nd onght tr> Iuvd felt now, hut maid 
Dot~-Ht me pmideriiig, and fiaiillj into the train of thought which jiua have in jvni 
bifHla." In aootber letter to Mooiv be aaj^a, " t piigue Diyulf on Uiete licet tt baas 
the Iratd thosgh the nort luUDohalr I erer wrote." (Much, 1810.]] 
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Then the mortal coldness of the bouI like death itself comes down ; 
It cauDot feel for others' woes, it dare not dream its own; 
That heavy chill has frozen o'er the fountain of our tears. 
And though the eye may sparkle still, 'tis where the ice appears. 

Though wit may Bash from fluent lips, and mirth distract the breast, 
ITirough midnight hours that yield no more tJieir former hope of rest; 
'Tis but as ivj-leavea arouud the ruin'd turret wreath, 
AH green and wildly fresh without, but worn and grey beneath. 

Oh, could I feel as I have felt,— or be what I have been, 
Or weep as I could once have wept, o'er many a vanish'd scene ; 
As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish though tliey be. 
So, midst the wither'd waste of life, those t«ars would flow to me. 

March, 1815. 


STANZAS FOB MUSia 

Theke be none of Beauty's daughters 

With a magic hke thee ; 
And like music on the waters 

Is thy sweet voice to me : 
When, as if ils sound were causing 
The charmed ocean's pausing, 
The waves lie still and gleaming, 
And the lull'd winds seem dreaming : 

And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her bright chain o'er the deep; 

Whose breast is gently heaving, 
As an infant's aaleep : 

So the spirit bows before the^ 

a listen and adore thee ; 

With a full but soft emotion, 

Like the swell of Summer'B ocean. 
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ON NAPOLEON'S ESCAPE FHOM ELBA. 

Oncb fairly set out on his party of pleasure, 
Taking towns at his liking, and crowns at his leisure. 
From Elba to Lyons and Paris he goes, 
Making balU/or the ladies, and bovg to his foes. 

MarA 27, I8lj 



ODE FEOM THE FRENCH. 



■Wk do not curse thee, Waterloo ! 
Though Freedom's blood thy plain bedew ; 
There 'twas shed, but is not sunk — 
Sisiiig from each goiy tronk, 
Like the water-spout from ocean. 
With a strong and growing motion — 
It soars, and mingles in the air. 
With tliat of lost Labedoyere — 
With that of him whose honour'd grave 
Contains the " bravest of the brave," 
A crimson cloud it spreads and glows, 
But shall return to whence it rose; 
When 'tis full 'twill burst asunder — 
Never yet was heard such thunder 
As then shall shake tlie world vrith wonder- 
Never yet was seen such liglitniiig 
As o'er heaven shall then be bright'ning I 
Like the Wormwood Star foretold 

By the sainted Seer of old, 
Show'ring down a fiery flood. 
Turning rivers into blood.' 

Sn Ber. ehap. TJiL t. T, ko. "The fint angel Konded, and there foIlawi^V 
ud fire mingled with blood," &c y. B. " And tlie wanid >Q|!«1 toaDded. aod tf^ 
in « grot monutun biuning with Gra wu out into the H ; and the Uiird fa 
latn becune blood," &c t. 10. "And the third ugel uirndsd, *nd tbera A 
«t ilu fron hMTsn, burning u it were B Ump : uil it fall npon tlw third ft 
larirm, and npoa thp ronnlaini of waten." t. It. "And the nana nf tba rt 
lied Wormvood: ud tho thiid part of the oaten becaiae vomtnHKt,- and » 
ditdcf 1^ waton b«ca<u« the; wen made bitter." 



OOOASIONJU. P1B0E8. 



Tbe Ciiief Las falleii, but not b; fou. 
Vanquishers of Waterloo ! 
Wheu Ihe soldier citizen 
SirajM not o'er his fellow-men — 
Save in deeds that led them on 
Where Glory smiled on Freedoin's son— 
Who, of all the despots banded. 
With that youthful chief competed P 
Who could boast o'er tVance defeated, 
Till lone Tyranny commanded? 
Till, goaded by ambition's sting. 
The Hero sunk into the £ing P 
Then he fell : — so perish all, , 
Who would men by man enthral 1 



And thou, too, of the suow-white plume I 

Whose realm refused thee ev'n a tomb ; * 

Better hadst thou still been leading 

I'rance o'er hosts of hirelings bleeding. 

Than sold thyself to deaLli and shame 

For a meanly royal name ; 

Such as he of Naples wears. 

Who thy blood-bought title besrs. 

Little didst thou deem, when dashing 
On thy war-horse through the ranks. 
Like a stream which burst its banks, 

While helmets cleft, and sabres clashing. 

Shone and shiver'd fast around thee — 

Of the fate at last which found the« : 

Was that haughty plume laid low 

By a slave's dishonest blow ? 

Once — as the Moon sways o'er the tide. 

It roU'd in air, the warrior's guide; 

Through the smoke-created night 

Of the black and sulphurous fight, 

* Hnrat'i reioiuDi in wud to lutve been torrr Iniin tbe gniTi ud Ininit. ["Poor 
dnr Mant, what ui end r Hii irhibe plume u»d lo ba ■ rallying poiot in batlle, 
like Henij the Ponrth'a. He rdiued it cdnfenor uid ■ buidB4|e ; » would oeitbcr 
mllar hii toal nor bod; to be buidaged." — B. iLeUtri.] 
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Tlie soldier raised his seeking eye 

To catch that crest's ascendancy, — 

And, as it onward rolling rose. 

So moved his heart upon our foes. 

There, where deatli's brief paiig waa quicliesti 

And the battle's wreck lay thickest, 

Strew'd beneath the advancing banner 

Of the eagle's burning creat — 
(Tliere with thunder-clonda to fan her, 

W7u> could then her wing arrest — 

Victory beaming from her breast ?) 
While the broken line enlarging 

Fell, or fled along the plain; 
There be sure was Murat chai^ng I 

There he ne'er shall charge again I 



O'er glories gone the invaders march. 
Weeps Triumph o'<r each levell'd arch — 
But let Freedom rejoice. 
With her heart in her voice ; 
But, her hand on tier sword, 
Donblj shall she be adored ; 
France hath twice too well been taught 
The "moral lesson " dearly bought— 
Uer safety sits not on a throng 
With Capet or Napoleon ! 
But in equal rights and laws, 
Hearts and hands in one great cause- 
Freedom, such as God hath given 
Unto all beneath his heaven, 
With their breath, and from their birth, 
Though guilt would sweep it from the earth| 
With a fierce and lavish hand 
Scattering nations' wealth like sand; 
Pouring nations' blood like water. 
In imperial seas of slaughter ! 

But the heart and the mind, 
And the voice of maukiud. 
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Shall arise in communion — 
And wlio shall resist that proud unioii ? 
The time is past when swords subdued- 
Man may die — the soul's renew'd ; 
Even in this low world of care 
Freedom ne'er shall want an heir ; 
Millions breathe but to inherit 
Her for ever bounding spirit — 
When once more her hosts assemble, 
Tyrants shall believe and tremble — 
Smile they at tliis idle threat? 
Crimson tears will follow yet.* 



FROM THE FRENCH.' 

Must thou go, my glorious Chief, 

Sever'd from thy faithful few ? 
Who can tell tliy warrior's grief. 

Maddening o'er that long adieu ? 
Woman's love, and friendship's zeal. 

Dear as both have been to me — 
What are tlipy to all I feel. 

With a soldier's faith for thee ? 



Idol of the soldier's soul I 

First in Hglit, but mightiest nor ; 
Many could a world control ; 

Tliee alone no doom can bow. 

* ["Tilking or politics, pnj look at the eODctnnou oT m]' 'Ode on VBterloo,' 
vrittoi in the jtmi 1315, and compuing it with the Duke de Derri'g calaBtrophe in 
1820, tell me if I Iutc not si gind a right to the chancier of ' Vala,' io both leniei 
of the word, u Fitigenld and Coleridge t — 

' Crimaon leua will roUow jet ; ' 
ud haTB thej not r"— fl. Leiteri, 1820.] 

' ■' All wept, but particnlu-lT Savu?. and a Paliib officer who had been eialted 
from the nLaka bj Bnouaparte. He dung to his ma4t«r'B knoee ; wrote a letter to 
Lord Keith, entreating jietmiuiion loaiKumiPBiiji liiu, cvru in (.be niiiat meDiai eapacitj. 
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By thy side for yeara I dared 

Death ; and envied those who fell. 

When their dying shout was heard. 
Blessing him they served so welL* 



Would that I were cold with those, 

Since tliis hour I live to see; 
When the doubts of coward foes 

Scarce dare trust a man with thee, 
Dreading each shoald set thee free I 

Ohi although in dungeons pent. 
All their chains were light to rae, 

Gazing on thy soul unbent. 



Would the sycophants of him 

Now BO deaf to duty's prayer. 
Were his borrow'd glories dim. 

In his native darkness share? 
Were tliat world this hour his own, 

All thoa calmly dost resign, 
Could he purchase with that throne 

Hearts like those which still are thine P 



My chief, my king, my friend, adieu ! 

Never did I droop before ; 
Never to my sovereign sue. 

As his foes I now implore : 
All I ask is to divide 

Every peril he must brave ; 
Sharing by Ihc hero's aide 

Ilis fall, his enik, and his grnce. 

* " At Wnterloa one mui »u >«ii, whoH leH arm vu ihattcnd by ■ mmoa b 
to wTracJi il off with the othsr, aa<l throwing it up io the air, eicliuiued to hia b 
radt*, ' Vive 1' EiDpenur, jimqii' A U mcrl I' There wen) muij other iiutuiresiir 
lika : lUi jrou auij, howeTsr, de|icnil on ■■ tras." — Privalt Litttr Jrom Bmttil*. 
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ON THE STAR OF "THE LEGION OF HONOUK." 

Star of the brave ! — whose beam hath shed 

Such glory o'er the quick and dead — 
Thou radiant and adored deceit! 
Which millions rush'd in arms to greet,— 
Wild meteor of immortal birth ! 
Whji riae in Heaven to set on Earth p 

Souls of slain heroes form'd thy rays; 
Eternity flash'd through thy blaze; 
The music of thy martial sphere 
Was fame on high and honour here ; 
And thy light broke on human eyes. 
Like a volcano of the skies. 

Like lava roll'd thy stream of blood. 
And swept down empires with its flood ; 
Earth rock'd beneath thee to her base. 
As thou didst lighten through all space ; 
And the shorn Sun grew dim iu air. 
And set while thou wert dwelling there. 

Before ihee rose, and with thee grew, 

A rainbow of tlie lovebesl hue 

Of tliree bright colours,' each divine. 

And tit for that celestial sign j 

For Freedom's hand had blended them, 

Like tints in an immortal gein. 

One tint was of the sunbeam's dyes ; 
One, the blue depth of Seraph's eyes j 
One, the jiare Spirit's veil of white 
Had robed in radiance of its light : 
The three so mingled did beseem 
The texture of a heavenly dreara. 

' The trieulDT. 
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Star of the brave ! thy ray is pale, 
Aad darkness must again prevail I 
But, oh thon Rainbow of the free I 
Our tears and blood must flow for thee. 
When thy bright promise fades away. 
Our life is but a load of clay. 

And Freedom hallows with her tread 
The silent cities of the dead ; 
For beautiful in death are tliey 
Who proudly fall in her array; 
And soon, oh, Goddess I may we be 
For evermore with them or thee I 



NAPOLEON'S FAB£WELIk 

[from ihx fbooh.] 



Farewell to the Land, where the gloom of my Glory 

Arose and o'ershadow'd the earth with her name — 

Sha abandons me now — but the page of her story. 

The brightest or blackest, is fill'd witli my fame. 

I have warr'd with a world which vanquish'd me only 

Wh'.n the meteor of conquest allured me too far; 

I have coped with the nations which dread me thus Z'one-V, 

The last single Captive to millions in war. 



Farewell to thee, France I when thy diadem crown'd me, 

I made thee the gem and the wonder of earth, 

But thy weakness decrees I should leave as I found thee, 

Decay'd in thy glory, and sunk in thy worth. 

Oh ! for the veteran hearts that were wasted 

In strife with the storm, when their battles were won — 

Then the Eagle, whose gaze in that moment was bliist^-d. 

Had still aonr'd with eyes fix'd on victory's sun I 
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Farewell to tliee, France ! — but when Liberty rallies 
Once more in thy regioaa, remember me then, — 
The violet still grows in the depth of ihy volleys ; 
Though wither'd, thy tear wiU unfold it again — 
Yet, yet, I may baiBe the hosts that surround us. 
And yet may thy heart le^p awake to my voice — 
There are links which inust break in the chain that has 
lien turn thee and call on the Chief of thy clioice ) 



ENDORSEMENT TO THE DEED OF SEPARATION. 

IN THB IFUL OF 1S16.* 

A lEAH ago, you swore, fond she I 
" To love, to honour," and so forth : 

Such was the vow you pledged to me. 
And here's exactly what 'tis wortii. 



DARKNEsa* 

I HAD a dream, which was not all a dream. 

The bright sun was extinguish'd, and tlie stars 

Did wander darkling in the et«mal space, 

Rayless, and pathless, and the icy earth 

Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air; 

Mom came and weut — and came, and brought uo day. 

And men forgot their passions iu the dread 

Of this tlieir desolation ; and all hearts 

Were chill'd into a selfish prayer for light : 

And they did live by wal«hfires — and the thrones. 

The palaces of crowned kings — the huts, 

Tlie habitations of all things wliich dwell. 

Were burnt for beacons ; cities were consumed. 

And men were gather'd round tlieir blazing homes 

' r"Hpra ui nn epigmn I wrote for tbe RtulonEmFnt of thn ttofil of Bcpkntian 
IRIS; hut the IkHTen objeoUd to il. ai auperdaoiu. It nu vnllcn m we *i 
(fftiug Dp the (igDiiig uid tiealiiig."~~L'ird B. to Mr. iftxtri.] 

• [Id the origiuil US.—" A DrG«m."] 
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To look once moie into cacli other's face; 
Happy were those who dwelt within the eye 

Of the volcaiioa, aud their monntain-torcU : 

A fearful hope waa all the world coutain'd ; 

Forests were set on fire — but hour by hour 

They fell and faded — and the crackling tmnkfl 

Eitinguish'd with a crash — and all was black. 

The brows of men by the despairing light 

Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits 

The flashes fell upon them ; some lay down 

And hid their eyes and wept; and some did rest 

Their chins npoa their clenched hands, and emiled ; 

And others hurried to and fro, and fed 

Their funeral piles with fuel, and look'd up 

With mad disquietude on the dull sky. 

The pall of a past world ; and then again 

With curses cast them down upon the dust, 

And gnash'd tlieir teeth and bowl'd : the wild birds s 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground, 

And flap their useless wings; the wildest brutes 

Came tame and tremulous ; and vipers crawl'd 

And twined themselves among the multitude, 

Hissing, but stiugless — they were slain for food: 

And War, which for a momeat was no more. 

Did glut himself again : — a meal was bought 

With blood, and each sate sullenly apart 

Gorging himself in gloom : no love was left; 

All earth was but one thought — and that was death 

Immediate and inglorious ; and the pang 

Of famine fed upon all entrails— men 

Died, and their bones were tombless as their flesh ; 

The me^re by the meagre were devour'd, 

Even dogs assail'd their masters, all save one. 

And he waa faithful to a corse, and kept 

The birds and beasts and faniish'd men at bay, 

Till hunger clung them,' or the dropping dead 

> ["IfLhDuepatk'sIblae, 

4 UpciD the n«lt tree eholt tbou hang alin, 
Til] fiuuine eling thee," — Macbtlh. 
Fruit ii raid to he dnng wheu the skin ghriceU, uid > coqw 
bacomoi wuted md gmut.] 
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Lared their lank jaws ; himself sought out no food, 

But with a piteous and perpetual moan. 

And a. quick desolate err, licking the hand 

Which answer" d not with a caress — he died. 

The crowd was fainish'd by degrees ; but two 

Of an enormous city did aurvive. 

And they were enemies : they met heside 

The dying embers of an altar-place 

Where had been heap'd a mass of holy things 

For an unholy usage ; they raked up. 

And shivering scraped with their cold skeleton baads 

Tlie feeble ashes, and their feeble breath 

Blew for a htlle life, and made a Uame 

Which was a mockery; tlieu they lifted rp 

Their eyes as it grew hghter, and beheld 

Each other'a aspects — saw, and shriek'd, and died— 

Even of their mutual hideousness they died. 

Unknowing who he was upou whose brow 

Famine had written Fiend. The world was void. 

The populous and the powerful was a lump, 

Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manless, lifeless — 

A lump of death — a chaos of hard clay. 

The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still, 

And nothing stirr'd within their silent depths ; 

Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea. 

And their masts fell down piecemeal : as they dropp'd 

Tliey slept on the abyss without a surge — 

The waves were dead; the tides were in their grave. 

The moon, their mistress, had expired before; 

The winds were witlier'd in the stagnant air. 

And the clouds periah'd ; Darkness had no need 

Of aid from them — She was the Universe." 

DLodili, July, IBIS. 

t ["Darkncn" ie s grand uid gloonij ilCFtcli of Uta inppoMd aooMqneurca of tha 
fiukl extiuctiOD of the Hun aad the harcnlr bodio ; oieouted, nndoablcdlj, with 
grmi uid fEMM torn, bat vith Bomettung of Qermaii euggetstloci. <uid ft futastical 
•olatiuB of incidi^iitB. Tlie verj eoaception it tarrible BbuTe all oonoeplioD of knon 
isluDit7, nnrl ii too oiipnuivr to tbe imigtiution to b« coaWmplated wiUi pleiunnt noi 
in the Eiint nflectiiiD of poutij.— JirrKii.] 
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CHURCHILL'S GRAVE; 



I STOOD beside the grave of him who blazed 

The comet of a season, niid I saw 
The humblest of all sepulchres, ami gazed 

With not the leas of sorrow mid of awe 
On that neglected turf and quiet st<me. 
With name no clearer than tite names unknown, 
Which luy unread around it ; ami I ask'd 

The Gardener of that groumi, whj it might be 
That for this plant strangers his memory task'd. 

Through the thick deaths of half a century ? 
And thus he answer" d — " Well, I do not know 
Why frequent travellers turn to pilgrims so; 
lie died before my day of Sextonship, 

And I bad not the digging of this grave." 
And is this all ? I tliought, — and do we rip 

The veil of Immortality, anil crave 
1 know nut what of honour and of hght 
Through unborn ages, to endure this blight. 
So soon, and so successless ? As I said. 
The Architect of all on which we tread. 
For Earth ia but a tombstone, did essay 
To extricate remembrance from the clay, 
Whose minglings might confuse a Newton's thought 

Were it not that all life must end in one, 
Of which we are but dreamers ; — as he caught 

As 'twere the twihglit of a former Sun, 
Thus spoke he, — "I believe the man of whom 
You wot, who lies in this selected tomb, 

> (Od the ahest coiitaiuiuR IL« origiiul dnoglit nf theM liMa I^clJ 
wiitlen : — " Tlut fbUoviDg jtitm (ax aiiwt that I hare eadeafniirad ta vdl^ 
on a bet 1 and Uiidi'lailiBiui atlemptal a iwriuai imitation Dtlhsi^lt of ft| 
— its buntiea and ita dcfocU : I aAj the itgii ; fur tlie tbongbli t claim IT 
In Ihiii, if tlisre lu anjlhiag rJdicnluDB, Igt It be attributed la tue, at Icoit i 
tu Mr. W«n)swortb ; of mham thore •»a tx'aX fa* greater kdmirera Ihas njwM'i 
ha< e lilendid vhat I wnutd ileera to ba tlic I>muIJb> u woll at defcoM of h" -'-'^ 

•<") il oDght lo he nnjemberad. ihnt, in tui-b Ihiogi, vhelbcr then b^ , 

: u alwii)'ii what it calli'^ a oonipUmcal, bowcvci uoiiilcatienal."] 



J 
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Was a most famous writer in. his day. 

And therefore travellers step from out their way 

To pay him honour, — and myself whst«'er 

Your honour pleases ; " — then most pleased I shook ' 

From out my pocket's avaricious nook 
Some certain coins of silver, nhich as 'twere 
Perforce I gave this man, though I could spare 
So raucli but inconveniently : — Ye smile, 
I see ye, ye profane ones ! all the while. 
Because my homely phrase the truth would tell. 
You are the fools, not I — for I did dwell 
With a deep thought, and with a soften'd eye. 
On that Old Sexton's natural homily, 
In which there wjis Obscurity and Fame, — 
The Glory and the Nothing of a Name.' 

Diodjiti, 1SI8. 



PBOMETHEUa. 

Titan ! to whose immortal eyes 

The sufferings of mortality. 

Seen iu their sad reality, 
Were not as things that gods despise ; 

• [OripniUy^ 

"then moft pleued, I ibook 

Mf iumuM pocket'n moat reUr«d nuok, 
Aad oat CsU five ud aipeuoe."] 
' ["The OisfB nrCbntehill might have (slled from Lord Bjtod a deeper < 
nttun ; for, thoneh Utej gBOsnllj diSerad la ehanteter uid genini, then ww a 
r^BembUoce betseea tbcir hlctory aiul cfauaetcr. Tba ailue uf Cburidiill flowed oiUi 
% more profuH, tiinogh not ■ man embitlereil, itrawD ; while, on the other hand, hn 
gtnnct be mmpafuJ to Lord ByroninpoiBtoftenJemaaor Lcaginttfain. But both thew 
poet* held tbemulTeiiboTetiis opinion of the vorld, and both wen followed bjr tlw (km* 
and popalaritf which the; nened to deiipiw. The writings of botli ethibit an inbora, 
though aomeUmca ill-regnUled, generoatT of mind, and » (pint of proud indepandenn^ 
frequeatlj puihed (o extreme*. Both euried thdt hatiid of hypociuj bejond tho 
trr^e of prudence, and indulged their vein of ntire to the borden "rf Ucentinumem." 
— 8iB WiLTKK SouTT. Churchitl, like Lord ByroD. breatlied hia lut in a foreign 
laud. He died at Boulogne, but waa boritd at Dovrr. aud this teniaal line of hii own 
wa* engrared upiin hii bjmb ; — 

" Life to the last MUoy'd, biirc Cburi'hUi Uc»."l 
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Wliat was thy pity's recompense? 
A silent sufferiug, and intense ; 
The rock, the vulture, and the chain, 
All that the proud can feel of pab. 
The agony they do not show. 
The anffocating sense of woe, 

Which speaks but in its loneliness, 
And then is jealous lest the sky 
Should have a listener, nor will sigh 

Until its voice is ccholess. 



Titan ! to thee the strife was given 
Between the Buffering and the will. 
Which torture where they cannot kill; 
And the inexorable Heaven, 
And the deaf tyranny of Fat«, 
The ruling principle of Hate, 
Whicli for its pleasure doth create 
The things it may annihilate, 
Eefused thee even the boon to die : 
The wretched gift eternity 
Was thine — and thou hast borne it weU. 
All that the Thunderer wrung from thee 
Was but the menace which flung back 
On him the torments of thy rack; 
The fate thou didst ao well foresee, 
But would not to appease him tell; 
4nd in thy Silence was his Sentence, 
And in his Soul a vain repentance. 
And evil dread so ill dissembled. 
That io his hand the lightnings trembled. 



Tiiy Godlike crime was to be kind. 
To render with thy precepts less 
The sum of human wretchedness. 

And strengthen Man with his own mind j 

But baffled as thou wert from high. 

Still ill thy patient energy, 



In the endurance, and repulse ^H 

Of thine impenetrable Spirit, ^^^ 
Wliicli Earth and Heaven could not convulse ^^H 

A might; lesson we inherit : ^^M 
Thou art a Ejmbol and a aign ^^M 

To Mortals of their fate aud force; ^^H 
Like thee, Man is in part divine, ^^H 

A troubled stream from a pore source; ^^M 
And Man in portions can foresee ^^H 
His own funereal destiny ; ^^H 
His wretchedness, and his resistance, ^^M 
And his sad unallied existence : ^^H 
To which his Spirit ma; oppose ^^H 
Itaelf— and equal to all woes, ^^M 

And a firm will, and a deep sense, ^^H 
Which even in torture can descry ^^M 

Its own coiicentcr'd recompense, ^^M 

Tiiumphant where it dares defy, ^^H 

And makioK Death a Victory. ^H 

DiodMi, Juii. isie. ^H 


A FRAGMENT. ^H 

Could I remount the river of my yean ^^M 
To the first fountain of our smiles and tears, ^^M 
I would not trace again the stream of hours ^^H 
Between their outworn banks of witlier'd flowers, ^H 
But bid it flow as now — until it ghdes ^^M 
Into the number of the nameless tides, ^^H 

What is this Death p — a quiet of the heart? ^^M 
The whole of that of which we are a part P ^H 
For life is but a vision— what I see ^H 
Of all wliich lives alone is life to mr, ^^M 
And being so — the absent are the dead, ^^^^^B 
Wiio haunt us from tranquillity, and spread ^^^^^^^| 
A dreary shroud around us, and invest ^^^^^^^H 
With sad remembrancers our hours of rest. ^^^^^^| 
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The absent are the dead — for they are cold. 
And ne'er can be what once we did behold ; 
And they are changed, and cheerless, — or if yet 
The unforgotlen do not all forget, 
Since thus divided — equal must it be 
If the deep barrier be of earth, or sea ; 
It may be both — but one day end it must 
In the dark union of insensate dust. 

The under-earth inhabitants — are they 
But mingled millions decomposed to clay? 
The ashes of a thousand ages spread 
Wherever man has trodden or shall tread ? 
Or do they in their silent cities dwell 
Each in his incommunicative cell p 
Or have they their own language ? and a sense 
Of breathless being ? — darkened and intense 
As midnight in her solitude ? — Oh Earth ! 
"Where are the past ? — and wherefore Lad they birth ? 
The dead are thy inheritors — and we 
But bubbles on thy surface ; and the key 
Of thy profundity is In the grave, 
Tiie ebon portal of tliy peopled cave, 
Where I would walk in spirit, and behohi 
Our elements resolved to things untold, 
And fathom lijdden wonders, and explore 
The essence of great bosoms now no more. 



Diu>l&ti, J-Uy, 1S1& 



SONNET TO LAKE LEMAS. 

fioTJSBKAU — Voltaire — our Gibbon — and De Stael— 
Leman ! ' these names are worthy of thy shore. 
Thy shore of uames like these ! wert. thou no more 
Their memory thy remembrance would recall : 
To thera thy banks were lovely as to all. 



I oooAfiioHju. nacxB. a 

But they have made them lovelier, for the lore 

Of mighty minds doth hallow in the core 
Of huuau hearts the ruin of a wall 

Where dwelt the wise and wondrous ; bot by CAee 
llow much more. Lake of Beauty I do we feel, 

In sweetly ghding o'er thy crystal sen. 
The wild glow of tliat not ungentle zeal. 

Which of the heirs of immortality 
Is proud, and makes the breath of glory real ! 

Diodati, /u/y, I8I1 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 



fiuoHT be the place of thy soul t 

No lovelier spirit than thine 
E'er burst from its mortal control. 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 
On earth thon wert all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally be ; 
And our sorrow may cease lo repine 

When we know that thy God is with thee. 



Light be the turf of thy tomb t 

May its verdure like emeralds be 1 
There should not he the shadow of gloom 

In aught that reminds lis of thee. 
Young flowers and an evergreen tree 

May spring from the spot of thy rest : 
But nor cypress nor yew let us see ; 

l^'or why should we mourn for the blestP 
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EOMANCE MUY DOLOROSO DEL SITIO Y TOMA DB 

AT.TTAMA 7 

SI gual detia en Arcmgo a»tu 
I. 

Passeayase el Eey More 
For la ciudad de Granada, 
Desde las puertas de Elvira 
Hasta las de Bivarambla. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

n. 
Cartas le faeron venidas 
Que Alhama era ganada. 
Las cartas echo en el fuego, 

Y al mensagero matava. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

m. 
Descavalga de una mula, 

Y en un cavallo cavalga. 
For el Zacatin arriba 
Subido se avia al Alhambra. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 

IT. 

Gomo en el Alhambra estuvo^ 
Al mismo punto mandava 
Que se toquen las trompetas 
Con a&ifiles de plata. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

▼. 

Y que atambores de guerra 
Apriessa toquen alarma; 
For que lo oygan sus Moros, 
Los de la Yega y Granada. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 

' The eileet of the original ballad — whiob existed both in Spanish and 
nch, that it wasforbiddoi to be sung by the Moon, on pain of death, 
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A VERY MOURNFUL BALLAD ON THE SIEOE AND 
CONQUEST OF ALHAMA. 

Which, *n At Ar^U lai^uage, u to iit/olhipi«gp»rperi. 



The Moortsli King rides op and down. 
Through Granada's roya! town ; 
From Elvira's gates to those 
Of Bivarambla on he goes. 

Woe ia me, AJhama ! 

Lett«rs to the monarch tell 
How Aliiama's city fell ; 
In the fire the scroll he threw. 
And the messenger he slew. 

Woe ia me, Alhama ! 



He quits his mule, and mounts his horse. 
And through the street directs his course ; 
Throngh the street of Zacatin 
To the Alhambra spurring in, 

Woe is me, Alhama ! 



When the Alhambra walls he gain'd. 
On the moment he orduin'd 
That the trumpet straight should sound 
With the Eilvei clarion round. 

Woe ia me, Alhama I 



4nd when the hoUow drama of war 
Beat the loud alarm afar. 
That the Moors of town and plain 
Might answer to the martial strain. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 
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TI. 

Los Moros que el son oyeron. 
Que al sangriento Marte llama, 
Uno a uno, y dos a dos, 
(Jn gran esquadron formavan. 

Ay de mi^ Alhama I 

VIL 

Alii hablb un Moro viejo ; 
Desta mai^era hablava : — 
Para que nos llamas^ Bey P 
Para que es este Uamada P 

Ay de mi^ Alhama I 

▼in. 

Aveys de saber^ amigos, 
Una nueva desdichada : 
Que Christianos^ con braveza, 
Ya nos ban tornado Alhama. 

Ay de mi^ Alhama I 

IZ. 

Alii hablb un viejo Alfaqui, 
De barba crecida y cana : — 
Bien se te emplea, buen Bey, 
Buen Bey ; bien se empleava. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 



Mataste los 'Bencerrages, 
Que era la flor de Granada ; 
Cogiste los tornadizos 
De Cordova la nombrada. 

Ay de mi, Alliama I 

XI. 

Por esso mereces, Bey, 
Una pena bien doblada ; 
Que te pierdas tu y el reyno, 
Y que se pierda Granada. 

Ay de mi, Alliama I 



OGCASIORAL FIBC83. 



Tlieii tile Moors, by this aware, 
That bloody Mare recall'd them there, 
One bj one, and two by two, 
To a mighty squa<lron grew. 

Woe U me, Alhama ! 



Out theii spake an aged Moor 
In these words the king before, 
" Wherefore call on us, oh King P 
What may mean thi* gatliering?" 

Woe is me, Albama ! 



" Friends ! ye have, alaa ! to know 
Of a most disastrous blow : 
That the Christians, stern and bold. 
Have obtain'il Alhama'a hold," 

Woe ia me, AJhama ! 



Out then spake old Alfaqui, 
With his beard so whit« to see, 
" Good King I thou art justly served. 
Good King ! this thou hast deserved. 
Woe is me, Alhama 1 



" By thee were sluiu, in evil hour. 
The Abencerrage, Granada's (lower j 
And Btrangers were received by tUee 
Of Cordova the Chivalry. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 



" And for this, oh King ! is sent 
On thee a double chastisement - 
Thee and thine, thy crown and realm, 
One last wreck shall overwhelm. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 
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xu. 

Si no se respetan leyes, 
£s ley que todo se pierda ; 

Y que se pierdas Granada, 

Y que te pierdas en ella. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 



Fuego por los ojos vierte, 
El Rey que esto oyera. 
Y como el otro de leyes 
De leyes tambien hablava. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 



Sabe un Bey que no ay leyes 
De darle a Reyes disguston — 
Esso dize el Key Moro 
Belinchando de colera. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

XT. 

Moro Alfaqui^ Moro Alfaqui, 
£1 de la vellida barba. 
El Rey te manda prender, 
Por la perdida de Alhama. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

xn. 

Y cortarte la cabeza, 

Y ponerla en el Alhambra, 
Por que a ti castigo sea, 

Y otros tiemblen en miralla. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 

xTn. 

Cavalleros, hombres buenos^ 
Pezid de mi parte al Rey, 
Al Rey Moro de Granada, 
Como no le devo nada. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 
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" He who holds no lawa in awe. 
He must perish by the law ; 
And Graiiada must be wan, 
And thyself with her undone." 

Woe is me, Alli&ma ! 



Fire flash'd from out the old Moor's eyes. 
The monarch's wrath began to rise, 
Because he answer* d, and because 

He spake exceeding well of laws. 

Woe ia me, Alliama I 



" There is no law to say such things 
As may disgust the ear of kings : " — 
Tims, snorting with his choler, said 
TJie Moorish Xing, and doom'd him dead. 
Woe ia me, Alharaa I 



Moor Alfaqui ! Moor Alfaqui ! 
Though thy beard so iioary be, 
The King liath sent to have thee seized. 
For Alhuma's loss displeased. 

Woe is me, Albania ! 



And to fis thy head upon 
High Alhambra's loftiest stone ; 
That this for thee should be the law. 
And others tremble when they saw. 

Woe ia me, Alhoma 1 



" Cavalier, and man of worth ! 
Let these words of mine go forth ; 
Let the Moorish Monarch know. 
That to him I nothing owe. 

Woe is me, Alliam&I 
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XVIII. 

De averse Alhama perdif'o 
A mi me pesa en al alma. 
Que si el Rey perdib su tierra, 
Otro mucho mas perdiera. 

Ay de mi^ Alhama I 

XIX. 

Perdieran hijos padres, 

Y casados las casadas : 
Las cosas que mas amara 
Perdio Y un y el otro fama. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 

XX. 

Perdi una hija donzella 
Que era la flor d'esta tierra, 
Cien doblas dava por ella. 
No me las estimo en nada. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

XXI. 

Diziendo assi al huceii Alfaqui, 
Le cortarou la cabe^a, 

Y la elevan al Alhambra, 
Assi come el Rey lo manda. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 

XXII. 

Hombres, ninos y niugeres, 
Lloran tan grandc pcrdida. 
Lloravan todas las damas 
Quantas en Granada a via. 

Ay dc mi, Alhama I 

XXIII. 

Por las callcs y vent anas 
Mucho luto parecia ; 
Llora el Rey como fenibra, 
Qu' es mucho lo que {)crdia. 

Ay de mi, Alhama I 



^^ 


TM 
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m ^H 


^^ " But on m; soul Aihama weigiis, 
^M And on my inmoat spirit preys ; 
|r And if the Kiiig his bud hatli lost, 
Vet others may have lost the moEt. 

Woe is me, Alhaioa 1 


J 


" Sires have lost their cJiildren, wives 
Their lords, and valiant mea their Lves I 
One what best his love might claim 
Hath lost, another wealth, or fome. 

Woe ia me, Alhama I 


3 


" I lost a damsel in that hour. 
Of all the land the loveliest flower; 
Doubloons a hundred I would pay. 
And think her ransom cheap that day." 
Woe is me, Alhama I 


5 


XII. 


^^^^M 


And as these things the old Moor said. 
They sever'd from the trunk his head ; 
And to the Aihambra's wall with speed 
"IVas carried, as the King decreed. 

Woe is me, Alhama 1 


■ 


\nd men and infants therein weep 
Their loss, so heavy and so deep ; 
Granada's ladies, all she re^ 
Within her walls, hurst into tears. 

Woe is me, Alhama f 


^ 


And from the windows o'er the walla 
The sable web of mourning falls ; 
The King weeps as a woman o'er 
Uia loss, for it is much and sore. 
■ Woe is me, Alhama 1 


^H 
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80NETTO DI VITTORELLI. 



Di due vaghe donzelle, oneste, accorte 
Lieti e miseri padri il ciel qc feo, 
U ciel, die degne di piii uobil sorte 
L' una e 1' altra veggendo, ambo chiedeo. 

La mia fu tolta da velocc niorte 
A le fumanti tede d' iioeneo : 
La tua, FraucesL-o, in suggellate porte 
Etenia prigioniera or si reudeo. 

Ma lu almeno potrai de la gelosa 

Irremeabil soglia, ove s' asconde. 
La sua tencra udir voce pietosa. 

lo verso un fiume d' amarissiin' onde, 

Corro a quel marmo, in cui la Gglia or pos^ 
Batto, e ribatU), ma neseuii nsponde. 



ON THE BUST OF HELEN BY CANOVA." 

I» this beloved marble view, 

Above the works and thoughts of man. 
What Nature c»uld, but iDould not, do, 

And Beauty and Cauova can I 
Beyond imagination's power. 

Beyond the Bard's defeated art. 
With immortality lier dower, 

Behold the Helen of the ieart .' 



' ["Tht E(l<a orOuran u," nji Lord Bjran, "iritliDnt eite|>tioii, to nij> au 
the DoM perlsetl; bwitifnl of humui cunmpliimi, aiid in bejoud nij Uiu of hua 
*%Matioa."—l0Td B. to Mr. Murmg, Nut. 26, 1810.} 
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TRANSLATION FROM VlTTOREl.LI. 



Of two fair virgins, modest, tliough admireil. 

Heaven made us happy; and now, wretclied aires. 
Heaven for a nobler doom their worth desires. 
And gazing upon either, both required. 

Mine, wliile the torch of Hymen newly fired 

Becomes entiiiguisli'd, — soon — too soon expires: 
But tliiiie, within the closing grate retired, 
Eternal captive, to her God aspires. 

But Ihovi at least from out the jealous door. 
Which shuts between your never-meeting eyes, 
May'st hear her sweet and pious voice once more : 

I to the marble, where my daughter lies, 
Kush, — the swoln flood of bitterness I pour, 
And knock, and knock, and knock — but none replies. 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 



They say that Hope is happiness; 

But genuine Love must prize the past, 
And Memory wakes the thoughts that bless ; 

They rose the first— they set the last ; 



And all that Memory loves the most 
Was once our only Hope to be. 

And all that Hope adored and lost 
Hnth melted into Memory. 



AIu I it 19 delusion till : 

The future cheats us from afar, 
Nor can we be what we recall, 

Nor dwe we think on what we are. 



SONG FOB THE LUDDITES. • 



As the Liberty lads o'er the sea 
Bonght their fr(«dom, and cheaply with blood* 
So we, boys, we 

Will die fighting, or live free. 
And down with all kings but King Lnddt 



When the web that we weave is complete. 
And the shuttle exchanged for the sword. 

We will fling the winding sheet 

O'er the despot at our feet, 
And dye it deep in the gore he has poor'd. 



Though black as his heart its hu^ 
Since his veins are corrupted to mud, 
Yet this is the dew 
Which the tree shall renew 
Of Liberty, planted by Ludd ! 



' [Dielem "Imdditei" date* from 1811, and wu applied Erat to fr —-.^ 

Uid then to the diiaffected in geDeml. It wu derived &tim one Ked Lndd, kn t£f ^ 
vho entered a hoDH in a fit of puteion. Bad destrojed » oonple of stocking- frkmn. 
Tho »□£ wu an impromptu, vliich flowed from Lord Bjrun'a pen in a letter to Moon 
tif December, 1816. "I liavc written it principally," he Buys, "to shock jow 
•eifhboar B«wlee, who ii all clergji and lofiltjr — mirtli Hid iiuiDoeiNe — milt lai 
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TERSICLES.' ^^H 
I KZAD the " Christabel ; " ^^H 

I read tlie " Misaionary ; " ^^^M 

Pretty— very : ^^^| 
I tried at " Ilderim ; " ^^H 

Ahem ! ^M 
I read a sheet of " Marg'ret of Anjim ; " ^H 

Can you!' ^M 
I tum'd a page of Scott's " Waterloo ; " ^^H 

Pooh ! pooh ! ^H 
I look'd at Wordsworth's milk-white " Rvlstone Doe ; " ^^H 

Hillo ! ^H 
&c. &c. &c. ^H 

Marcb, 1S17. ^^1 


80, WE'LL GO NO MORE A-BOVING. 

So, we'll go no more a-roving 

So lat€ into the night, 
Tliough the heart be still as loving, 

And the moon be still as bright. 

For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast. 

And the heart must pause to breathe. 
And lore itself haye rest. 

Though the night was made for loring, 
And the day returns too soon. 

Yet we'll go no more a. roving 
By the light of the moon. 

> l"I h.™ been m wiOn riow few. Here .re »me Tendde. .hi 
■lee^ t.ieht.-^t«fd B. fo Mr. W.«r<, Much 35. 1817. The 
<M wiitKD bj Mr. Bo-l», "lldmki" b, Mr. W«Uj KBi«ht, aad 
ijy<»"b,MiiBolforf.] 


^1 

ich I nude <me ^H 



OOaABION&L PIBGBS. 



TO THOMAS MOOBE. 

What are you iloing now. 

Oh Tliomas Moore? 
What are jou doing now. 

Oh Thomas Moore? 

Sighing or suing now, 

Bhyming or wooing now, 

Billing or cooing now, 

Which, Thomas Moore? 

But the Carnival's coming, 

Oh Thomas Moore I 
The Carnival's coming. 
Oh Thomaa Moore I 
Masking and humming, 
Fifing and drumming, 
Guitarring and strumming. 
Oh Thomas Moore I 



TO ME. MURRAY. 

To hook the reader, you, John Murray, 
Have pubhsh'd " Anjou's Margaret," 

Which won't be sold off in a hurry 
(At least, it has not been as yet) ; 

And then, still further to bewilder 'era. 
Without remorse, you set up " Ilderim ; " 
So mind you don't get into debt. 

Because as how, if you should fail. 

These books would be but baddish baiL 

And mind you do not let escape 

These rhymes to Morning Post or Perry, 
Which would bo veiy trcacberoiia — very, 
And get me into sucli a scni]>e ! 
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For, firstly, I should bave to sally. 

All in my little boat, against a Galley ; 
And, shonld I chance to slay the Assyrian wiglit. 
Have next to combat with the female knight. 

Mvek 35, 1817. 



TO TBOMAB MOOBK 

Ml boat is on the shore, 
And my bark is on the sea ; 

But, before I go. Turn Moore, 
Here's a double health to thee I 



Here's a sigh to those who love me. 
And s smile to those who hate : 

And, whatever sky's above me. 
Here's a heaj-t for every fate. 



Though the ocean roar around me, 
Yet it still shall bear me on ; 

Though a desert should surround me. 
It hath springs that may be won. 



Were't the last drop in the well, 
As I gasp'd upon the brink. 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 
'Tis to thee that I would drink. 



With thut water, as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 
Shonld be — peace with thine and mine, 

And a health to thee, Tooi Moore.* 

Jidg, 1817 



Z«nl£ 



occasiohal fibcgs. 



ZPISTLE FROM MR. MURRAY TO DR. POLLDOHL* 

Dbar Doctorj I have read jour play, 
Which is a good one in its way, — 
Purges the eyes and moves the bowels. 
And drenches handkerchiefs like towels 
With tears, that, in a flui of grief. 
Afford hysterical rehpf 
To shatter'd nerves and quicken'd pulses. 
Which your catastrophe convulses. 

I like your moral and macliiiiery ; 
Tour plot, too, has such scope for scenery; 
Your dialogue is apt and smart j 
The play's concoction full of art ; 
Your hero raves, your heroine cries. 
All stab, and every body dies. 
In short, your tragedy would be 
The very thiiig to hear and see : 
And for a piece of publication, 
If I dechne oa this occasion. 
It is not that I am not sensible 
To merits in themselves ostensible. 
But — and I grieve to speak it — phiys 
Are drugs — mere drugs, sir — now-a-daya. 
I had a heavy loss by " Manuel," — 
Too lucky if it prove not annual, — 
And Sotheby, with his " Orestes," 
(Which, by the bye, the author's best is,) 
Has kin so very long on hand. 
That I despair of all demand. 
I've advertised, but see my books, 
Or only watch my shopman's looks ; — 

' ["I aenr," s»y> Lord Bjnm, " vu much more disguiW with taj namaii pn- 
dnction thui wilh the eUnuJ DonMnae, lud iratawcria, ftod emptintM, uid ill-hDmour, 
and tonitf of tliu jonng penon ; but he tu totat talent, and ie a mui of honour, and 
haa diapuitiane of BmeDdment Therelbreusp ;<Tur iDterestfor him, for he ia impiuTsd 
and imptoiahle. Ton want a ' diil and dcliailc ilmtpniiian ' for the medical trandj f 
Take if— iord £. to Mr. Murray. Anjiiat 21, 1817.] 
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Still Ivan, Ina, and sucli lumber. 

My back-shop glut, m; shelves encumber. 

There's B^ron too, who once did better 
Has sent me, folded iu a letter, 
A sort of— it's no more a drama 
Than Darnlej, Ivan, or Kehamaj 
So alter'd since last jear his pen is, 
I think he's lost his wits at Venice. 
In short, sir, what with one and t'other, 
I dare not venture on anottier. 
1 write in baste ; excuse each blunder ; 
The coaches through the street so thunder I 
My room's so full — -we've Gilford here 
Heading MS., with Hookiiam Erere, 
Frououncing on the nouns and particles. 
Of some of our forthcoming Articles. 

The Quarterly — Ah, sir, if you 
Had but the genius to review I — 
A smart critique upon St. Helena, 
Or if you only would but tell in a 

Short compass what but to resume : 

As I wa-s saying, sir, the room — 

The room's so full of wits vkd bards, 

Crabbes, Campbells, Crokers, Freres, and Wardi 

And others, neither bards nor wits : 

My humble tenement admits 

All persons in the dress of gent., 

I'Vom Mr. Hammond to Dog Dent. 

A party dinea with me to-day. 
All clever men, who make their way ; 
Crabbe, Malcolm, Hamilton, and Chantrey, 
Are all partakers of my pantry. 
They're at this moment in discussion 
On poor De Stael's lute dissolution. 
Her book, they say, was in advance — 
Pray Heaven, she tell the truth of France I 
Thus run our time and tongues away ; — 
But, to return, sir, to your play ; 
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Sorry, sir, but I cannot dpa], 
Unless 'twere acteJ by O'Neill ; 
My Iiaiids so full, mj head so busy, 
I'm almost dead, and always dizzy ; 
And so, with endless truth and huirj, 
Dear Doctor, I am yours. 



EPISTLE TO Ma MUKRAY. 

My dear Mr. Mnrray, 
You're in a damn'd hurry 

To set up this ultimate Canto ; ' 
But {if they don't rob us) 
You'll see Mr. Hobhouse 

Will briug it safe in his portmanteau. 

For the Journal you hint of, 

As ready to print otT, 

No doubt you do right to commeud it ; 
But as yet I have writ off 
The devil a bit of 

Out " Beppo : "-"when copied, I'll aend il 

Then you've * * * * 'b Tour,— 
No great things, to be sure, — 

You could hardly begin with a less work ; 
Por the pompous rascallion. 
Who don't speak Italian 

Nor French, must have scribbled by guesswork. 

You can make any loss up 
AVith " Spence " and his gossip, 

A work which must surely succeed ; 
Then Queen Mary's Epistle-craft, 
With the new " Kytte " of " Whistleeraft," 

Must make people purchase and read. 

* [The faanh Canl^ of "CLUJe lUrulJ."] 
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Then you've General Gordon, 
Who girded his sword on. 

To serve with a Muscovite master. 
And help him to polish 
A nation so owlish. 

They thought shaving their beards a disaster. 

For the man, " poor and shrewd," ' 
With whom you'd conclude 

A compact without more delay, 
Perhaps some such pen is 
Still extant in Venice ; 

But please, sir, to meation ^our pit^. 

Veoioe, Januarg 



TO MR MUitBAy, 

Strahan, Tonsou, Lintot of tlie times, 
Patron and publisher of rhymes, 
Por thee the bard up Flndus climbs. 
My Murray. 

To thee, with hope and t£rror dumb. 
The uiiJIedged MS. authors come ; 
Thou printest all — and sellest some^ 
My Murray. 

Upon thy table's baize so green 
The last new Quarterly is seen,^ 
But where is thy new Magazine, 
My Murray P 

Along thy sprucest bookshelves shine 
The works thou deemest most divine — 
The "Art of Cookery," aiid min^ 
My Murray. 
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Tours, Travels, Essays, too, I wist. 
And Sermons, to tlij mill bring grist ; 
And then thou hast the " Navy List," 
My Murray, 

And Heaven forbid I should eonclude, 
"Without " the Board of Lon^tude," 
Although this narrow paper would. 
My Murray. 

Veoii^ Uareh 25, ISI 



ON THE BIBTH OF JOHN WILLIAM EIZZO HOPPNEE._ 

His father's sense, his mother's grace. 

In him, I hope, will always fit so ; 
With — atill to keep him in good case — 

The health and appetite of Rizzo.* 

FebnarTh ISIS, 



STANZAS TO THE PO.* 

River, that rollest by the ancient walls,* 

Where dwells the lady of my love, when she 
Walks by thy brink, and there perchance recalls 

A faint and fleetiiii: memory of me ; 

' [Th»e linei, whiph irere uritlBn l.y Lord Byron on tde birth of tha an d 
Brilish viiwpiiiuul at Vnniw!, kre Du otLerwiae reuutrkable, Ihin ttiM tbef vera ih 
vDittir of being niMnckily imulnleil iutu Xna langaagsa : nundj, Qnak. 1 
lUlUo {alto ia tbe VeDctiui Jultvt), Ueruuui, Pr«ncb. Spaniih, DljTUUi, Bclr 
Armeniui, uJ S«mftHl«i. The otigimil linea, with tbe diflarent *gman% ' 
prinleJ, in t, imall uwt volaine, in the BemJittrj of Piuliu.| 

' [About the middle of April, 1S1», Lord Byron tra?el!eJ frum Vai 
■( irbich last city be expected to find the Coiuit«« Gnicdoli. The ■bove M 
wbieh hiTe been aa mnch wJmired u anylhiiig of tho kind he ever w 
pored dnring the journey, while he wag buUu|{ on the Fo. In tnuw 
Englsud, in May, 1S20, be Buy*,— "They muat not be pobliabed : pny nCDllcM ll 
M they are mere Tenea of aociety, and written ujion priiaM teelliip knd [T"' 
They were firriprintad in Mii.] 

' [Barenn* — k city lo whiuh Lord Byrun afterwanli dwlarad hinucl] 
than to aaj other pUoe, except Urceue.J 
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What if thy deep ond ample stream ahoulJ be 
A mirror of inv heart, where she may read 

The thousand thoughts I now betray to thee. 
Wild aa thy wave, aiid headlong as thy speed ! 

Wliat do I say — a mirror of my heart? 

Are not thy waters sweeping, dark, and strong ? 
Such aa my feelings were and ore, thou art; 

And such as thou art were my passions long. 

Time may have somewhat tamed them, — not for ever j 
Thou overflow'st thy banks, and not for aye 

Thy bosom overboils, congenial river ! 

Thy floods subside, and mine have sunk away : 

But left long wrecks behind, and now again, 
Borne in our old unchanged career, we move : 

Thou te.ndest wildly onwards to the main. 
And I — to loving one I should not love. 

The current I behold will sweep beneath 
Her native waUs, and murmur at her feet; 

Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall breaths 
The twilight air, unhurm'd by summer's heat. 

She will look on thee, — I have look'd on thee. 

Full of that thought : and, from that moment, ne'er 
Thy waters could I dream of, name, or see. 
Without the inseparable sigh for her 1 

Her bright eyes will be imaged in thy stream, — 
Yes ! they will meet the wave I gaze on now : 

Mine caimot witness, even in a dream. 
That happy wave repass me in its flow I 

The wave that bears my tears returns no more : 

Will she return by whom that wave shall sweep P— 

Both tread thy banks, both wander on thy shore, 
I by thy source, she by the dark-blue deep. 
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But that which keepeth us apart is not 

Distance, nor depth of wave, nor space of earth. 

But the distraction of a various lot. 
As various as the climates of our birth. 



A stranger loves the ladj of the land. 

Bom far beyond the mountains, but his blood 

Is all meridian, as if never fanned 

By the black wind that chills the polar flood. 

My blood is all meridian ; were it not, 
I had not left my clime, nor should I be. 

In spite of tortures, ne'er to be forgot, 
A slave again of love, — at least of thee. 



'Tis vain to struggle — ^let me perish young- 
Live as I lived, and love as I have loved; 

To dust if I return, from dust I sprung. 

And then, at least, my heart can ne'er be moved. 

AprO, 18ia. 



EPIGRAM. 

FROM THB FREHOH OP RULHI^BIB.* 



Ii>, for silver or for gold. 

You could melt ten thousand pimples 

Into half a dozen dimples. 
Then your face we might behold. 

Looking, doubtless, much more snugly; 

Yet even then 'twould be d d ugly. 

ilti^iii^ 12, 1819. 

* [''Would you like an epigram— « translation ? It was written on some Frendi* 
woman, by Bulhidres, I belieye.*' — Lord B. to Mr. Murray, Aug. 12, 1819.] 
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SONNET TO OHORGE THE FODRTH. 



To be the father of the fatherless, 

To stretch the hand from the throne's height, and raise 

Hi* offspring, who espired in other days 
To make thy sire's sway by a kingdom less, — ■ 
T/iU is to be a monarch, and repress 

Envy into unutterable praise. 

Dismiss thy guard, and trust tbee to such traits. 
For who would lift a hand, except to bless? 

Were it not easy, sir, and is*! not sweet 

To make thyself beloved? and to be 
Omnipotent by mercy's means ? for thus I 

Tliy sovereignty would grow but more complete; I 

A despot thou, and yet tby people free. 

And by the heart, not hand, enslaving us. 

BologDi, AugiMt 12, 1S1B.> 



STANZAS.' 

CoDLD Love for ever 
Eun like a river. 
And Time's endeavoui 

Be tried in vain — • 
No other pleasure 

< ("Snthn prince hu been repealinf Lord PitagenU'i fsrieitDrs 1 Ban on' ■oncttol 
Ibere, jon dogs ! there's ■ HOanvt for jou : jcm vgii't bate aadh u that in ■ hurr; 
bum Pitigermld. Toa maj pabtiah it vith mj name, «■' je wooL He deHrt« all 
jmiM, had and guod ; it vas a tbtj noble pieoe of prindpalitj." — Lord B. to Mr. 

' [A biend of Lord BfToa'a, who ma 'with kim at RaTeDDa when be wnile these 
ataaae. nft,—" Thef wm oampofed like many othen, vith no 'iew of publication, 
bnt menl; to rttieve himulf in a moment of mBcriag. He liad been painfully eidted 
bj aome ciTConnntaaoei whirb appeand to makt it uec^aiary thnt hi' abould immediately 
quit Ital; ; and in the day and Ibe boar that he «TOt« the ■ong wai labouring under 
•a aeao of terer.'] 
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With this could measure ; 
And like a. treasure 

We'd liug the chaiu. 
But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying, 
And, form'd for flying, 

Love plumea liis wing; 
Then for this reason 
Let's love a season ; 
But let that season be only Spring. 

When lovers parted 
Peel broken-hearted, 
And, all hopes thwarted. 

Expect to die; 
A few years older. 
Ah ! how much colder 
They might behold her 

Far whom they sigh I 
When link'd together, 
Li every weather. 
They pluck Love's feather 

From out his wing — 
He'll stay for ever. 
But sadly shiver 
Without Ills plumage, nlieu past the Spring;.* 

Like chiefs of Faction, 
His life is action — 
A formal paction 

That curbs his reign. 
Obscures his glory. 
Despot no more, he 
Such territory 

Quits with disdain. 
Still, still advancing, 
With banners glancing, 
His power enhancing, 

' pr. L.— "Thitipwl huSptii*,^ 



I 
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He must move on — 
Repose but cluya Iiim, 
Retreat destroys hira. 
Love brooks not a degraded tUrooe. 



Wait not, fond lover ! 
Till years are over, 
And tlieii recover 

As from a dream. 
While each bewailing 
The other's failing, 
With wrath and railing, 

All hideous seem — 
While first decreasing. 
Yet not quite ceasing. 
Wait not till teaaing. 

All passion blight: 
If once diminish'd 
Love's reign is finish'd — 
Then part in Crieitdship, — and bid good- night.' 



So siiall Atfection 
To recollection 
Tile dear connection 

Bring back with joy; 
You had not wailed 
'I'ill, tired or liated. 
Your passions sated 

Began to cloy. 
Your last embraces 
Leave no cold traces — 
The game fond faces 

As through the past; 
And eyes, the mirrors 
Of your sweet errors. 
Reflect but rapture — jiot least though last. 

* [7. L. — " One tut cmbntoe, then, ud bid geod nistit."^ 
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True, separations 

Ask more than patience; 

What desperations 

From such have risen I 
Bat yet remaining, 
What is't but chaining 
Hearts which, once waning. 

Beat 'gainst their prison P 
Time can but cloy love 
And use destroy love : 
The winged boy. Love, 

Is but for boys— 
You'll find it torture 
Though sharper, shorter. 
To wean, and not wear out your joys. 

ma. 



ON MY WEDDING-DAY. 



Hbbb's a happy new year I but with reason 

I beg you'll permit me to say — 
Wish me many returns of the seawn, 

But aa/ew as you please of the day. 

Jaimur^% ISM 



laPITAPH FOR WILLIAM PITT. 



With death doom'd to grapple. 

Beneath this cold slab, he 
Who lied in the Chapel 

Now lies in the Abbey. 

/aiiiMV|i^ 1890L 
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EPIGEAM. 



In digging up your boneSj Tom Paine, 

Will. Cobbett has done well ; 
You visit him on earth again. 

He'll visit you in hell.' 

January, 1320.* 



STANZAS. 

Whkn a man hath no freedom to fight for at homi?, 
Let him combat for that of bis neighbours ; 

Let him think of the glories of Greece and of Rome, 
And get knock'd on the head for his labours. 

To do good to mankind is the chivalrous plan, 

And is always as nobly requited ; 
Then battle for freedom wherever you can. 

And, if not shot or hang'd, you'll get knighted. 

ffottnbtf, 1S30. 



I 



EPIGRAM. 

The world is a bundle of hay. 
Mankind are the asses who pull ; 

Each tugs it a different way. 

And the greatest of all is John Buil. 



It Oieat nnriculi go forth with raj umev naspl amoiig thi ii 



o Ngirgatc." — Lard B, tn ifr. Hoan.\ 



1 nfonosr, %aA, I gisatJ; fear, irill 
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THE CHAEITY BALL. 



What matter the pangs of a husband and father. 
If his sorrows in exile be great or be small, 

So the Pharisee's glories around her she gather. 
And the saint patronises her " charity ball I " 

What matters — a heart which, though faulty, was feeling. 
Be driven to excesses which once couid appal — 

That the sinner should suffer is only ikir dealing. 
As the Eaini keeps her charity back for " the ball I " 



I 



The braziers, it seems, are preparing to pass 

An address, and present it themselves all in brass ; — 

A superfluous pageant — for, by the Lord Harry ! 

They'll find where they're going much more than they carry* 



EFIORAU ON" MY WEDDING-DAY. 



This day, of all our days, has done 

The worst for me and you : — 
'Tis just tix years since we were one. 

And Jive since we were two. 

Jamumy i, 1831. 

' [TbcM lines ware written on resding is tbs n«<rapapen, tiaX Iddj Bthm had h 
pfttroiiea of « ball in ud oS *ome cbaiit; kt Hinckle j.] 
' ["Then ii u epignun for ;ou, it it not I — worthr 

Of Word««ortb, tli< grand melftqniinnl poet, 
A mui of TMt merit, though Stw peopts kiwir it ; 
The penml of irbooi (wi I tnld joa at Matril 
I 0*^ in great part, to my puuoa for psBtij." 

B. Ltaen, Jumarj 22. IBM. 
The procnnuon of th« Bruiera (c Bninden burgh HouM '■■ ooeof tluboloiMMtt* 
time of Q««n (.■arolin*', lri*i.] 
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ON MY THIETy-THIED BIETHDAT. 

jMDiEi 22, 1821.' 

Through life's dull road, so dim and dirty, 
I have dragg'd to three and thirty. 
What have these years left to me ? 
Nothing— except thirty-three. 


1 


MARTIAL, Lra. I., Epia. L 

" Hio «ri, qnnii legi», illo, qiiem reqoira, 

He, unto whom thou art so partial. 
Oh, reader! is the well-known Martial, 
The Epigrammatist ; wliile hving. 
Give him the fame thou would'st be giving 
So shall he hear, and feel, and know it- 
Post-obits rarely reach a poet. 


i 


BOWLES AND CAMPBELL ^^H 

To Ihs hxH of' ' Whj, how nnw, »B<.T jxie r " ^^M 

Why, how now, saucy Tom P ^^H 
If you thus most ramble, ^^H 

I wiU publish some ^H 
Remarks on Mister Campbell. ^H 

* [In Urd Brmn's MS. Diarr of the prnediiiE day, ire find the rollowing iiatiT r— ^H 
'■ To-mamiir ii mjr lurthdaj— that ii to uy, at tvflis o' the clock, midnight ; i-cin ^^H 
t<nlre minatei I ihall hars a7mple(«d thirty aad three ynn of age ! M and I gu to ^^H 
my bed with a hmnauB of heart at haTiug ljr«l M long, and to w Utile ptuixw. ^^H 
* * It i> thnw minnles part tvelre— "Ti> the middle of night bj tlie castle ^^M 
elwk,' and ua now tUnj-thm !— ^^M 
'Bheu, fugaces. Foathnnu, Poalhuine, ^H 
Lsbudtur anoi ; '— ^H 
but I don't regret Ibem no much for *hat 1 hare done, ai for trhal I miebt have ^H 
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ANSWER. 

Why, how now, Billy Bowles? 

Sure the priest is maudlin ! 
{To thepvilic) How can you, d — ^n your souls ! 

Listen to his twaddling ? 

Ftl^rwary 22, 1821. 



EPIGBAMa 



Oh, Castlereagh ! thou art a patriot now ; 
Cato died for his country, so didst thou : 
He perish'd rather than see Borne enslaved. 
Thou cutt'st thy throat that Britain may be saved I 



So Castlereagh has cut his throat ! — ^The worst 
Of this is, — ^that his own was not the first. 



So He has cut his throat at last !— He ! Who ? 
The man who cut his country's long ago. 



EPITAPH. 

PosTEKiTY will ne'er survey 
A nobler grave than this : 

Here lie the bones of Castlereagh 
Stop, traveller 



JOHN KEATS.* 

Who kiird John Keats ? 

" I/' says the Quarterly, 
So savage and Tartarly ; 

" 'Twas one of my feats." 

> [It VM pretended at the time, that the denth of Eeftts was ooeanoned by < 
lar'Mtic article on his poetry in the Quarterly BeYiew. AU the vorld knowa aoi 
that he died of couaumption aiid not of criticism.] 
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Who shot the arrow F ^H 
" The poet priest Milmao ^H 

(So ready to kill man), ^H 

" Or Southey, or Barrow." ^H 

Julg, 1831. ^H 


THE CONQUEST.' ^| 

Hvt^h S-9, 1823. ^H 

Tub Son of Love and Lorcl of War I siug ; ^H 

Him who bade Englaod bow to Normandy, ^^H 

And left the name of conqueror more than king ^^M 

Not fann'd alone by Victor/a fleeting wing, ^^H 

He rcar'd his bold and brilliant throne ou high ; ^^^| 

^L The bastard kept, like lions, his prey fast, ^^| 

^^ And Britain's bravest victor was the last. ^^| 


^^^^P TO UB. MTTBRAY. ^^^^H 

Fob Orfora ' and for WaJdegmve ' ^^^^^| 

You give much more than me you gavej ^^^^^^H 

Which is not Tairly to behave, ^^^^^^^H 

My Murray. ^H 

Because if a live dog, 'tis said, ^^H 

Be worth a IJoii fairly sped, ^^M 

A live lord must be worLb Iwo dead, ^H 

My Murray. ^H 

And if, as the opinion goes, ^^H 

Verse hath a better sale than prose,— ^H 

Certes, X should have more than those, ^H 

My Murray. ^M 

* [Thia fragment wu foniid uungd Lonl Bjroa's papery after tiii deputare fran ^^M 

Genoa for Greco!.] ^^M 

' (Hnrve Wilpole'i MeiDoIn of Ifae loit nine Tcul of Uu Bcigo af OeorgG II.] ^H 
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But now this slteet is imrir cnmm'd. 
So, if you kUI, I shan't be shamm'd. 
And if jon won't, you vaj be dsiiui*d, 
iSj If nn^.* 



THE miSH ATATAtt* 



Ere t)ie daughter of Branstrick is cold in her grsve. 
And her uhcs still float to their home o'er the tHe, 

Lo I George the triumphant speeds orer the nte. 
To the long-chcrish'd isle which he loTed like liis— brido. 

True, the great of her bright aud brief era are gone. 
The rain-bow-like epoch where Freedom could pause 

For the few little years, out of cenlories won. 

Which betra/d not, or cmsh'J not, oc wept not her cuoae. 

TrQCj the chains of the Cafholic clank o'er his mgs. 
The castle still stands, and the senate's no more, 

And the famine which dwelt on lier freedomlesa crags 
Is extending its steps lo her desolate shore. 



To her desolate sliore — where the emigrant stands 
I'or a moment to gaze ere he flies from his hearth ; 

Tears fall on his chain, though it drops from his handa. 
For tiie duiiguon he (juits is the place of his birth. 

• [" Crn't »ceept jour eonrteoni offir. These roatten most h« vnaged »ith Mi, 
DongUa Einnurd. He ia m]' tnutfc, uid a man af boDiinr. To him yaa tmm tttt* 
all jaat morantils maoiu, which fon mi^t not like to alace toDK penoikallf. a^A M 
' henTj MMon ' — ' Bit poblio ' — 'doa't go off' — ' lord«hip writei loo moch' — ■ •<]■'( 
lake aJTiee ' — ■ dcclinlDg popnlsjitj ' — ' dednction fur the trade ' — ' make rrrj IHUc' — 
'genunllj loiw by bim' — 'pirated edition '—' foreign edition' — 'aeTerB eritieiauM,' 
Jic.vith otber binlK and howta Tor ULonitian. which I l«TeDongli% «b> ia an ontor. 
to answer."— Z»nf B. lo Mr. Murrui/, Angurt 23, 1821.] 

* I" The endoaed linea, aa jon will directly peratve, an writtea by tie Bar. W. L 
Bowln. OTi^namitufor AHntadeii]rtbem,iftbey»r«iM."— J<onlAl»jrr,jrMi% 
S/ptf-mberl?, 1K31.] 
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But he comes ! the Messiah of royalty cornea ! 

Like a goodly Leviathan roll'd from the waves ; 
Ttien receive liim as best such an advent becomes, 

With a legioQ of cooks, and an army of slaves ! 

He comes in the promise and bloom of threescore, 
To perform in the pageant the sovereign's part — 

But long live the shamrock, which shadows turn o'er! 
Could the green in his hat be transferr'd to his heart! 

Could that long-wither'd spot but be verdant again. 
And a new spring of noble affections arise — 

Then might freedom forgive thee this dance in thy chain. 
And tliis shout of tliy slavery which saddens the akiea. 

Is it madness or meanness which clings to thee now p 
Where he Qod — as he is but the commonest clay, 

With scarce fewer wrinkles than sins on his brow- 
Such servile devotion might shame him away. 

Ay, roar in his train I let thine orators lash 
Their fanciful spirita to pamper bis pride — 

JJot thus did thy Qrattan indignantly flash 

Hia soul o'er the freedom implored and denied.' 

Ever glorious Grattan I the best of the good 1 
So simple in heart, so subUme in the rest ! 

With all which Demosthenes wanted endued, 
And his rival or victor in all he possess'd. 



Ere Tully arose in the zenith of Borne, 

Though uncquflli'd, preceded, the task was begun — 
But Grattan sprung up hke a god from the tomb 

Of ages, the first, hwt, the saviour, the one! 

' l"Aft(r thp«tanuon QnHu, will it ple»e ; 
I'lrnda, which I ilmmed of diving to-dij'B ■ 
BriiMubct 20, 1821.] 



W^ the ^ai of «n OpboB to fofto tfae bnte; 

Vilh the fire of Ftonetben ta kmdfe awikiad; 
Eren Tnannj liftaBi^ nte aidlcd or antc^ 

And Cunuptmi gfannk amidi'd froB the g^noe v hi 

Bat bMl to oar theme! Back to despotaoddbml 
Fcaat« fnniish'd hj Fanme ! t^aaagi hj Vm I 

IVne freednn but mciamn, while glncij stSl f a fW, 
WheH a week's — *^™»'" kath looaea'd her cfaabi. 

Let the poor aqnalid spkudoiiT thj wnck can afford, 
{As the iMnkrupf a profiukn hn nun wooM hide) 

GQil orer the palace, Lo ! Km, thj lord ! 

Kias his foot with thj Ueasii^ his bksangs denied ! 

Or i^ freedom past hope be extorted at last. 

If the idol of brus find his feet are of claj, 
llu!^ what terror or policy wring forth be daa^d 

With what monarcfas ne'er gire, bat as wohra yidd their jw^ 9 

■Xach brute hath its nature ; a king's is to reig*, — - 

To reign ! in that word see, ye ages, comprised 
' The cause of the curses all annals contain. 

From Crut the dreaded to George the desjaaed ! 

Wear, Fingal. thj trapping ! CCoimell, proclaim 

His accomplisbmmts I Hit! ! ! and tlij country convinoe 

Half an age's contempt was an error of fame. 
And that " Hal is the rascaliest, sweetest yo^mg joince I " 

lYill thy yard of blue riband, poor Fingal, recall 

The fetters from millions of Catholic lintba ? 
Or, has it not bound thee the fastest of all 

The slaves, who now hail their betrayer with hymns ? 

Ay 1 " build him a dwelling 1 " let each (pVe his mite t 
Till, like Babel, the ntw royal doom hath arisen I 

Let llij begpirs and helots tlieir pittance unite — ■ 
And a palace bestow for a [raor-housc and pmon I 
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Spread — spread for Vitellius, the royal repast. 
Till the gluttonous despot be atuTd to the gorge ! 

AnrI the roar of his drunkards proclaim him at last 

The Fourth of the fools aud oppressors eallM " George ! " 

Let the tables be loaded with feasts till thej groan! 

Till they ^roatt like thy people, through ages of woe ! 
Let the wine flow around the old Bacchanal's throne. 

Like their blood which has flowed, and wliich yet has to Iluw, 

But let not &U name be thine idol alone — 
On his right hand behold a Sejanus appears ! 

Thine own Castlereagh ! let him still be thine own I 
A wretch never named but with curses and jeers !* 

Till now, when the isle which should blush for his birth. 
Deep, deep as the gore wliicli he shed on her soil. 

Seems proud of the reptile which crawl'd from her earth. 
And for murder repays liim with shouts and a smile. 

Without one single ray of her genins, without 
The fancy, the manhood, the fire of her race — 

The miscreant who well might plunge Erin in doubt 
If tie ever gave birth to a being so base. 

If she did — let her long-boasted proverb be hush'd, 

\^''hich proclaims that from Erin no reptile can spring — 
See the cold-blooded serpent, with venom full flush'd. 
Still warming its folds in the breast of a king 1 

Shout, drink, fea.«t, and flatter I Oh I Erin, how low 
Wert thou sunk by misfortune and tyranny, till 

Tliy welcome of tyrants hath plunged thee below 
The depth of thy dwip in a deeper gulf stilt. 

» [" Tlie l»»t lina — "A mmo never spoke bot with corsM or j'een, ' murt mn. either 
' A name onij ottered wilii canes or jeen,' or, ' A wretdi nerer naineil tat with 
nnc* at jeen,' beeoM m luru 'apoke' ii not gnuDmar, eicept in the Uonae uf 
Commoiw. So pnjr pat jour poetical yea tliioiigfa the HA, And UVe the leut had of 
the emendktioai. Al», IT there be in; forthst bratking of FriMion'i bead, will jroa 
•PlJj a pUaler I" — iortt B. to Mr. Mwrt, Sciilember IB.] 



Uj Toice, thaa^ bat hamihkt, wm inaej far % i^^ 
Mj Tot^ aa a &aenn'a, itOI voted Aee fn^ 

Uh hnd, dwi^ bat feebly mdd am a % i^i^ 

A>d tins knt, thon^ oatvon, bid s throb iCai far tfv.' 

To, I loTcd thn and thine, thoi^ thoa vt not m j bad, 
I hire known vMe hearU »d gmt lonls in thf aom^ 

And I vqit with tbe wadd, o'r tbe patoot band 
Who are gone, but I we^ them no bagcr aa oaeew 

Tor bspp7 an they nor RpxiDg afar, — 

D17 Gnttan, thy CainB, thj SboilaD, aB 
"Who, far jeart, were the diiefa in the doqocat war. 

And redeem'd, if tber hm not retarded, thy faU. 

Tes, happf are th^ in their cold V-ufHiA gnvea I 
Theii shades cannot start to thj dionts of lo-daj— 

\or the Meps of enslavers and cbsin-kisnng attn* 
Be stamp'd in the tnrf o'er thdr fettokas dtj. 

"nn now I h^ envied thy sons and their shore. 

Though their virtnra were hunt«d, their liherties Bed ; 

There was something so wum and snbltme in the core 
Of an Irishman's heart, that 1 envj — thv dead. 

Or, if aught in my bosom can qaench for an hovr 
Uj contempt for a nation so servile, though sore. 

Which thoDgh trod like the tronn will not turn npon powi 
Tis the giorj of Grsttan, and genius of &loore ! 



STANZAS WEirrEN ON THE BOAD BETWEEN FLOK 
AND PISA» 
Oh, talk not to me of a name great in ?torj ; 
The davB of our yoalh are the days of our glor; ; 
And the myrtle and ivy of sreet tvo-and-tventy 
Are worth all your laurel.*, though ever so plenty. 



I 



I 

I 
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\Yhat are garlnnda and crowns to the brow that is wrinkled ? 
'Tis but as a dead flower witii May-dew besprinkled. 
Then away with all such from the head tliat is hoar; I 
What care I for the wreaths that can only give glory P 

Oh Fame ! — if I e'er took delight in thy praises, 
Twas less for tlie sake of tliy higli-aoundirig phrases, 
Thaii to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover. 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 

Titre chiefly I sought thee, /Aere only I found thee ; 
Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee; 
When it sparkled o'er aught that was bright in my story, 
1 kuew it waa love, and I felt it was glory. 

Nmmie; 1B31. 



STANZAS TO A HINDOO AIR.' 

Oh ! my lonely — lonely — lonely — Pillow ! 
Where is ray lover? where is my lover? 
Is it his bark which my dreary dreams discover P 

Fur— far away ! and alone along the billow p 

Oh ! my lonely — lonely — lonely — Pillow ! 
Why must my head ache where his gentle brow lay P 
How the long night flags lovelessly and slowly, 

And my head droops over thee like the willow I 

Oh ! thou, my sad and aohtary Pillow ! 
Send me kind dreams to keep my heart from breokiogj 
]n return for the tears I slied upon thee waking ; 

Let me not die till he comes back o'er tlie billow. 



Then if thou wilt — no more my lotieij/ Pillow, 
In one embrace let these arms again enfold him, 
And then expire of the joy — but to behold him I 

Oh I my lone bosom 1 — oh I my lonely Pillow I 

■ [Tbat TUWi wen *ritteD bj Laid BttOd • Uttic before he Isft lUljr ftw Oneo*. 
le; were meant to auit tlie HiodocUnea ur — " AlUMalUPnnea," whieh IbiCuonWa 

licrioli iru (vod of nDgiag.] 
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Be5Kath Bleasingtoii's ejes 

The reckimed Paradise 
Should be free as the fonner from evil ; 

Bat if the new Ere 

For an Apple should grieve. 
What mortal woold not play the Devil ? ' 
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TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSIN6T0N. 

Tou have ask'd for a Terse : — the request 
In a rhymer 'twere strange to deny ; 

Bat my Hippocrene was but my breast. 
And my feelings (its fountain) are dry. 

Were I now as I was, I had sung 
What Lawrence has painted so well ; 

But the strain would expire on my tongue. 
And the theme is too soft for my shell. 

I am ashes where once I vras fire. 
And the bard in my bosom is dead ; 

What I loved I now merely admire. 
And my heart is as grey as my head. 

My life is not dated by years — 
There are moments wiiich act as a plough. 

And there is not a furrow appears 
But is deep in my soul as my brow. 

' [This imprompta was uttered by Lord Byron on going with Lord and Lady 
Blemington to a Tilla at Qenoa called " II ParadisOf** whidi his oompanioBa thought 
of renting.] 

* [The Genoese wite had already applied this threadbare jest to l»iiw>lf- TUking it 
into their heads that this yilla had been the one fixed on for his own re^denoe, they 
said, ** U DiaTolo h anoora entrato in Paradito.*' — Mooas.] 
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Let Ihc yonng and the brilliaol aspire 
To sing what I gay.e on in vain ; 

Tor sorrow has torn from my lyre 
TUe string which was worthy the strain. 



ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIRTY-SIXTH YEAR. 

MissaLOROQT, Jul 22, 1S24.* 

"Tis time this heart should be unmoved. 
Since others it hath ceased to move : 
Yet, though I cannot be beloved. 
Still let me love I 

My days are in the yellow leaf; 

The flowers and fruits of love ere gone ) 
The worm, the canker, and the grief 
Are mine alone I 

The fire that on my bosom preys 

Is loue as some volcanic isle ; 

No torch is kindled at its blaze — 

A funeral pile. 

The hope, the fear, the jealous care, 

The exalted portion of the pain 
And power of love, I cannot share, 
But wear the chain. 

But 'tis not iiua — &nd 'tis not Aere — 

Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor now 
Where glory decks the hero's bier. 
Or binds liis brow. 

' [Thi« morning Lord Brnia nine from his bcjiwinj into the apurtmEOt whem 
Colotwl St&nhope mad loma tnendM wer« kuembleit. uid uid vith a mulfl — " Ton 
wen oompUiniiig, the <7ther da;, that I nsTer write aaj poetry niw. Thia !■ mj 
birthdajr, aod 1 ham jut Gniihnl loinetbmg, which. I tliink. ii bctlrr thao what I 
- tUjr wril«," lb tiica priidawd tbcM tinUe uul atbctiiii ToaoL — Coon UuBi.] 
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The sword, the hamier, aud the fidd, 
Glonr and Greece, around me see ! 
The Spartan, borne npon his shield. 
Was not more free. 



Avake ! (not Greece — she if avake !) 
Awake, m j spirit ! Think through 
Thy life-blood tracks its parent lakc^ 
And then stiike home I 



Pread those reviving pasaons down, 
Unworthj manhood ! — unto thee 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 

If thou r^ref st thy youth, «rijf Im f 

The laud of honourable death 
Is here : — ^up to the field, and gire 
Away thy breath ! 



Seek out — ^less often sou^t than found — 

A soldier's grave, for thee the best ; 
Then look around, and choose thy ground. 
And take thv rest/ 




* [Taking into eonadermtiofi ereiTtliing eonnaeied vith 
tender aapirationi of a luring ipirit whidi they breathe, the Mlf-UerolMB 
cause which they ao nobly expreaa, and thai eonfcioiuncaa of a 
■adly throogh the vhole, — there it perhapa no ptodoction 
^anuui eomponUon, roond which the circumatancea and ^t^'^gr 
written eaat ao touching an intereat — Mooki.] 
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